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R  E  M  A  R-K  S. 


®  urn  ©ut! 

Oldham  (why  are  those  fine  satirists,  Hall,  Donne,  and 
Oldham,  laid  aside  and  forgotten  ?)  has  the  following 
lines  :  — 

*  Were  I  to  curse  the  man  I  hate. 

Attendance  and  dependence  be  his  fate; 

Were  I  to  curse  him  still  once  more. 

May  he  be  always  proud,  and  always  poor!’ 

an  anathema,  we  think,  which,  if  rightly  understood,  would 
puzzle  ingenuity  to  add  to  its  bitterness. 

A  toad-eater  is  a  domestic  animal  of  the  lowest  grade — 
an  habitual  hypocrite,  who  receives  not  the  ordinary  wages 
of  hypocrisy :  for  so  far  from  thrift  following  fawning, 
cuffs,  contumely,  hard  words,  and  not  unfrequently  hard 
blows,  accompany  every  look,  word,  and  gesture,  that  the 
ignorance  or  caprice  of  his  patron  may  construe  into  offence. 
If  the  great  man  be  an  author,  your  toad-eater  must  flatter 
him  ;  if  a  rake,  he  must  pimp  for  him  ;  if  a  punster,  he 
must  laugh  at  his  jokes  ;  if  a  politician,  he  must  seem  to 
comprehend  every  wild  scheme,  however  incomprehensible  : 
or,  at  a  minute’s  notice,  be  prepared  to  Turn  Out  1  Mr. 
Kenney  has  exhibited  such  a  character  in  Doctor  Truckle, 
who  cuts  a  very  contemptible,  yet  amusing  figure,  in  this 
farce.  He  is,  as  far  as  regards  his  subserviency,  a  scion  of 
the  Pangloss  family;  though,  unlike  that  learned  preceptor, 
he  inherits  little  of  his  loquacity  and  lingo.  His  degree, 
we  presume,  is  from  the  other  side  of  the  Tweed  :  an  un¬ 
enviable  distinction,  and  of  easy  purchase.  His  patron  is  Mr. 
Restive,  a  piping-hot  politician,  passionate  and  positive — 
a  downright  Liberal  in  his  kicks  and  cuffs ;  and  as  frequently 
out  of  temper  as  he  is  in  his  calculations.  The  collision 
of  two  violent  bodies  scarcely  produces  more  disorder 
than  an  irascible  spirit  opposed  to  a  philosophical.  Restive 
is  a  barrel  of  gunpowder, — Mr.  Somerville,  his  nephew, 
is  patience  personified,  smiling  at  his  fury.  To  cut  this 
young  gentleman  off  from  all  hope  of  inheritance,  Restive 
sends  for  a  relation  from  the  Land  of  Cakes,  whom  he 
purposes  to  bestow  upon  Dr.  Truckle,  as  a  -eward  for  his 
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services  :  Somerville  is,  therefore,  politely  requested  to 
Turn  Out ,  to  make  room  for  the  expected  visitor.  The 
Scotch  lass,  Marian  Ramsay,  arrives;  but  having  previously 
learned  Mr.  Restive’s  arbitrary  intentions  towards  his 
nephew,  she  resolves  to  defeat  them,  by  assuming  the  cha¬ 
racter  of  a  hoyden  and  an  idiot.  She  plays  all  sorts  of  ridicu¬ 
lous  gambols,  and  throws  the  politician  into  a  fit  of  raving, 
by  styling  his  last  pamphlet  a  heap  of  foolishness.  Her 
generosity  is  rewarded  by  the  discovery  that  the  discarded 
nephew  is  no  other  than  her  lover ,  to  whom  she  had  become 
attached  without  being  aware  of  their  consanguity.  This 
changes  her  plan  of  attack  :  she  now  resolves  to  conciliate 
Restive  and  disgust  the  Doctor.  She  therefore  persuades 
him  that  her  vagaries  at  her  first  interview  were  nothing 
but  a  trick  to  try  his  temper,  which  she  finds  of  peculiar 
sweetness  ;  and  compliments  his  project  of  paying  off  the 
national  debt  at  three,  six,  and  twelve  months.  This  hoax 
he  swallows  with  the  most  amusing  gullibility.  Now  comes 
the  Doctor’s  turn.  Miss  Marian  had  been  represented  to 
him  as  a  young  lady  of  sound  sense,  solid  information,  and 
no  romance  ; — this  is  her  cue.  She  becomes  mopish  and 
melancholy,  mystified  and  moon-struck, — ejaculating  a 
farrago  of  unintelligible  jargon  about  sitting  on  a  naked 
rock,  in  a  hard  shower ;  and  relates,  a  la  Rosa  Matilda,  a 
queer  story,  with  all  the  suspicious  etceteras  of  a  moonlight 
night,  a  kneeling  lover,  and  a  shady  bower.  This  is  enough. 
The  Doctor  doubtless  recollected  Thomson’s  beautiful 
lines— 

‘Ah,  then,  ye  fair. 

Be  greatly  cautious  of  your  sliding  hearts  ! 

Nor  in  the  bower. 

Where  woodbines  flaunt,  and  roses  shed  a  couch. 

While  evening  draws  her  crimson  curtains  round. 

Trust  your  soft  minutes  with  betraying  man!’ 

How  can  he  wed  a  nymph  who  has  neglected  an  injunction 
so  prudent,  pithy,  and  poetical?  He  declines  the  match; 
bidding  adieu  to  all  the  little  Truckles  of  his  sympathetic 
imagination:  a  resolve  that  so  enrages  Mr.  Restive,  that 
he  issues  an  immediate  mandate  for  the  Doctor  to  Turn 
Out — a  ceremony  which  is  performed  with  hearty  good-will 
by  Gregory,  the  new  footman,  whose  outre  civility  and 
apropos  interruptions  produce  considerable  merriment. 
Mr.  Somerville,  since  his  ejectment,  had  taken  up  his 
abode  in  an  arbour  situated*iu  the  middle  of  the  shrubbery, 
whither  his  faithful  valet  and  fellow-sufferer,  Forage,  (for 
-both  master  and  man  are  in  love,  and  turned  out !)  had 
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conveyed  a  basket  of  provisions  and  some  bottles  of  Madeira, 
for  his  entertainment.  '  In  the  meantime,  an  intercepted 
letter  falls  into  the  hands  of  Restive,  and  betrays  the  con¬ 
spiracy;  he  therefore  dispatches  a  messenger  to  the  much- 
injured  Doctor,  to  bring  hifta  back  again.  The  ingenuity 
of  Forage  prevents  this,  by  introducing  Truckle  into  the 
arbour,  where  he  is  invited  to  partake  of  the  festivities,  to 
drown  care  and  the  remembrance  of  his  ungrateful  treat¬ 
ment,  by  being  turned  out\  just  at  dinner-time !  The 
invitation  is  joyfully  accepted, — bumper  succeeds  bumper, — 
the  pedant’s  constitutional  qoldness  and  philosophical 
apathy  gradually  give  way  ;  anH^noisy  mirth  and  obstre¬ 
perous  jollity  succeed.  Somerville^tuffs  him  till  he  neatly 
chokes,  and  fills  his  horn  till  he  becbmes  completely  over¬ 
taken.  At  this  moment  Restive  steals  into  the  shrubbery, 
and  becomes  a  spectator  of  the  revels.  The  Doctor  proposes 
the  standing  toast,  ‘Women  and  wine’, — drinks  to  the 
army;  and,  in  his  quality  of  President,  tosses  off  a  bumper 
to  the  confusion  of  all  crazy  politicians  !  A  dance  closes 
the  convivial  scene,  in  whichRestive  joins,  and  unexpectedly 
confronts  the  nimble  Doctor,  who  now  comes  in  for  the  full 
measure  of  his  patron’ S'.wrath,  and  is  permanently  ordered 
to  Turn  Out  1  f\  \ 

This  farce  afforded  full  scope  for  Dowton,  Lovegrove, 
Knight,  Oxberrv,  arid  Mrs.  Davison,  to  display  their 
powers  in  Restive,  \Doctor  Truckle,,  Forage,  Gregory,  and 
Marian  Ramsay.  Dolton  was  n>6st  whimsically  fuiious; 
Lovegrove  made  the'.sOmewhat  disagreeable  character  of 
Truckle  very  humourous  ;  little  Knight  sang  his  song, 
‘  Turn  out!  turn  out  /Vwitjf'  such  good  effect,  that  it 
became  amazingly  populan**Of  Mrs.  Davison  in  the  Scotch 
lass,  it  i  r’  fficult  to  speaK  in  terms  of  sufficient  praise. 

D - G. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 


The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal  ob¬ 
servations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

R.  means  Right ;  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.C.  Right  of  Centre ; 
L  C  Left  of  Centre;  D.F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage;  C.D.F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.D.  F. 
Right  Door  in  the  Flat;  L.  D.  F.  Left  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.D.  Right 
Door;  L.  D.  Left  Door ;  S.E.  Second  Entrance;  U.E.  Upper  En¬ 
trance;  C.D.  Centre  Door. 

*  S’  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience, 


Costume. 


RESTIVE.— Flowered  morning  gown  and  red  silk  night¬ 
cap— brown  breeches— silk  flowered  waistcoat  — white  silk 

stockings — shoes  and  buckles.  , 

SOMERVILLE. — Captain’s  uniform — red  coat  and 
epaulettes — white  trousers — Wellington  boots— sash  and 

cocked  hat.  ,  .  ,  j 

DR.  TRUCKLE. — Full-dress  clerical  suit — hat  and 


FORAGE. — Blue  livery  coat,  with  silver  lace  and  epau¬ 
lette — white  waistcoat — drab  breeches— white  stockings — 
round  hat,  with  band  and  cockade. 

GREGORY. — Dark  brown  livery  with  binding — leather 

breeches — white  stockings— wig  with  a  tail. 

COOK. — Striped  gingham  jacket — white  trousers — 
white  apron  and  nightcap. 

GARDENER.— Drab  jacket— red  waistcoat— brown 
breeches— blue  stockings— green  apron. 

SIMON. — Fustian  jacket— striped  waistcoat — white 

trousers. 


MARIAN.— White  muslin  dress,  trimmed  with  plaid 
riband— plaid  silk  scarf— Scotch  bonnet  and  feathers. 

MRS.  RAMSAY.— Drab  silk  dress— hat  and  scarf. 

PEGGY. — Sprigged  muslin  gown— white  petticoat — 
black  silk  apron— white  muslin  ’kerchief  and  cap— gipsy 
hat,  trimmed  with  pink  riband. 


Cast  of  Characters 

As  performed  at  the  Lyceum  in  1812. 


Restive . 

Somerville 
Dr.  Truckle  . .  . 

Forage  . 

Gregory  . 

Cook . 

Gardener  . 

Simon  . 

Marian  Ramsay 
Mrs.  Ramsay  . 
Peggy  . 


Mr.  Dowton. 
Mr.  Philips. 

Mr.  Lovegrove. 
Mr.  Knight. 

Mr  Oxberry. 
Mr.  Maddocks. 
Mr.  Evans. 

Mr.  Chatterlev. 

Miss  Duncan  . 
Miss  'lidswell. 
Mrs.  Scott. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. — A  Room  in  the  House  of  Restive. 

Somerville  ivalking  about  in  keverie.  Forage  enters 

to  him ,  i:  V 

Sorn.  (r.)  Well,  it’s  lucky  I’ve  a  tolerable  degree  of 
patience,  or  I  should  certainly  be  one  of  th^  most  miserable 
men  in  existence.  , 

For.  When  you  have  done  with  your  meditations,  sir, 
your  uncle  wishes  to  see  you. 

Som.  I  know  it,  Forage.  Heighd! 

For ,  Ay,  sir,  we’re  two  unlucky  fellows. 


Som.  We  are,  Forage,  indeed.  You  have^ften  been  a 


sharer  in  my  gaiety:  now,  if  you  haye  nothing  better  to  do, 
we’ll  for  a  few  moments  mingle  oup  sorrows. 

For.  We  have  mingled  nothing  else  lately,  sir.  It  will 
be  only,  as  the  apothecary  says,  the  mixture  as  before. 

Som.  That  my  uncle’s  temper  should  be  so  tyranically 
passionate- 


For.  And  your’s  so  provokirigly  composed  and  inde¬ 
pendent — 

Som.  Is  a  fatal  contrast,  certainly.  / 

For.  You  studied  under  Doctbr  Truekle,  sir;  and,  I 


must  say,  you  ought  to  have  learn’d  better. 

Som.  No  sneers  at  the  Doctor,  jsir.  If  he  does  enjoy  a 
little  more  of  my  uncle’s  favour,  hasn’t  he  richly  deserv’d 
it  ? — cherish’d  his  foibles,  encourag'd  him  to  perplex  his 
poor  head  with  his  political  pamphlets,  till  he  becomes 
every  day  more  choleric  and  unmanageable ;  and  then 
doesn’t  he  offer  himself  as  the  patient  butt  of 'all  his  in¬ 
firmities  ? 

For.  Yes,  sir;  and  you  are  pleas’d  to  quiz  him  for  his 
infirmities  :  by  which  means  the  Doctor,  I  suspect,  will 
sneak  into  a  good  fortune,  and  you’ll  joke  yourself  out  of 


one. 
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Som.  It  may  be  so  ;  but  you  wouldn’t  have  me  quite 
despair  ? 

For.  Why,  sir,  I’ve  a  piece  of  news  for  you  that  won’t 
much  raise  your  hopes,  I’ve  a  notion. 

Som.  Out  with  it. 

For.  Why,  sir,  the  housekeeper  tells  the  butler,  and  the 
butler  tells  me,  that  the  old  gentleman  has  sent  for  a  new 
relation  out  of  Scotland. 

Som.  A  new  relation  1  It  must  be  a  very  distant  one, 
then. 

For.  It  is,  sir:  some  sister’s  husband’s  brother’s  wife’s 
daughter — or  something  thereabouts,  I  know. 

Som.  Well,  sir? 

For.  Well,  sir,  she’s  expected  to  arrive  every  hour ;  and 
when  she  does,  he  means  to  marry  her  to  Doctor  Truckle 
directly. 

Som.  Very  serious  intelligence,  indeed. 

For.  You  may  think  of  it  as  you  like,  sir;  but,  with 
submission,  both  together,  they’ll  put  your  nose  out  of 
joint,  to  a  certainty. 

Som.  And  if  they  do,  I  shall  strictly  return  the  compli¬ 
ment  uyon  the  Doctor’s,  depend  upon  it. 

For.  Well,  sir,  you  seem  to  take  it  very  coolly. 

Som.  \Calmly.\  No,  I  assure  you  I’m  in  a  devil  of  a  rage 
abont  it.  If  I  am  disinherited,  Forage,  what  becomes  of 
my  dear  Marian  ? 

For.  Ay,  sir,  and  of  my  Peggy  ? 

Som.  Both,  I  believe,  equally  poor - 

For.  And,  like  their  admirers,  equally  amiable. 

Som.  However,  as  we  haven’t  heard  from  them  these  six 
weeks,  there’s  some  probability  that  their  affection  may 
fortunately  be  on  the  decline. 

For.  Yes,  that's  some  comfort,  sir,  certainly;  and  our 
only  hope  now  is,  that  they  don’t  care  a  pin  about  us  ! 

Som.  Fickle,  fickle  woman  !  And  yet,  that  1  should  be 
doom’d  to  love  her  still ! 

For.  Ay,  sir,  that’s  right — let  us  fairly  vent  our  com¬ 
plaints,  and  then  we  shall  be  easier. 

Som.  Come,  then,  sir,  fairly  and  candidly. 

DUET. 

Som  With  not  one  line,  her  truth  to  prove, 

Will  Marian  bless  my  sight ! 

Can  she,  who  learn’d  so  well  to  love, 

So  quickly  learn  to  slight? 
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For. 

With  not  one  line,  her  truth  tq  prove. 
Will  Peggy  bles9  my  sight :  \ 

For  she,  who  learn’d  so  well  to  love, 
Could  never  learn  to  write^ 

Doth. 

Heigho !  heigho ! 

Two  am’rous  wanderers  we  go, 
Through  the  wide  world  to  sigh  heigho 

Som. 

Yet  here,  like  lover  fftie,  I  swear, 

And  Heav’n  my  witness  be, 

Should  fate  for  me  a  crown  prepare, 

I’d  share  that  crown  with  thee  ! 

For. 

And  I  eternal  truth  will  swear, 

But  Heav’n  my  witness  be. 

That  I  shall  share,  sweet  maid,  1  fear, 
Scarce  half-a-crown  with  thee  1 

Both. 

Heigho  !  heigho !  &c. 

For.  So  much  for  our  mistresses ;  and  now  I  think  you 
may  spare  a  few  moments  to  your  affectionate  uncle. 

Som.  1  think  I  may,  Forage.  [Crosses  to  l. 


Enter  Gregory,  l. 

Greff.  How  d’ye  do,  gentlemen  ? 

For.  Your  most  obedient,  sir.,  This  is  Mr.  Giegory, 
sir,  the  new  footman. 

Greff.  I  hope  you’re  pretty  well,  sir. 

Som.  You  are  very  kind,  sir.  And  pray  is  that  the 

sole  intention  of  your  visit  ? 

Greff.  Why,  sir,  not  quite  ;  for,  as  I  was  coming,  out  ot 
politeness,  to  pay  my  duty  to  you,  he  as  they  call  Doctor 
Truckle  told  me  to  tell  you  that,  when  at  leisure,  mastei 
wanted  to  see  you.  [Retires  up,  c. 

For.  You’ll  have  him  break  out,  sir,  presently. 

Som.  No,  Forage,  he  knows  me  ton  well.  He  11  forbear 
with  me  as  long  as  possible,  you  may  be  sure  ;  and  if  we 
only  keep  from  parting,  I  verily  think  at  last  I  shall  make 

him  as  calm  and  genteel  as  Mr.  Gregory  himself. 

[Crosses  to  l. — Exit. 


Greg.  Come,  that’s  very  handsome  of  him,  however. 
For.  But  no  compliment,  Mr.  Gregory,  I’m  sure. 

Greg.  Do  you  think  not,  Mr.  Forage  ? 

For.  To  be  sure  I  do.  You  are  a  genteel  fellow, 

certain ly# 

Greff.  Why,  I  think  I’ve  a  bit  of  a  turn  that  way.  But 
then,  I  always  made  it  my  study.  Natur’  was  pretty  libe¬ 


ral  to  me, 


to  be  sure  ;  but  natur’  never  gives  none  on  us 


the  last  polish. 

For.  A  very  just  remark. 
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Greg.  Never,  sir!  Beauty  aint  everything— manners 
makes  the  man,  to  a  certainty. 

For.  You’re  perfectly  right,  sir.  And  pray,  have  you 
seen  your  new  master  yet  ? 

Greg.  No,  not  yet.  But  if  he  don’t  send  for  me,  I 
shall  make  it  a  pint  for  to  go  and  pay  my  respects  to  him 
in  doo  time. 

For.  Indeed!  I  think  I  see  you  paying  your  respects 

to  him  I  >  _ 

Greg.  I  wish  you  may — I  think  you’d  approve  of  it.  i 
shall  do  it  in  a  proper  and  becoming  manner,  I  promise 
you.  Polly  Smallfry  always  said  to  me,  ‘  Gregory,’  says 
she,  ‘you  only  behave  polite  and  genteel,  and  there’s  no 
fear  of  you  getting  on,  my  love.’ 

For.  And  pray,  who’s  Polly  Smallfry  ? 

Greg.  Between  you  and  I,  she’s  my  flame. 

For.  Very  genteel,  indeed. 

Greg.  But  you’ll  excuse  me :  I’m  a-going  into  Doctor 
Truckle’s  room  to  look  for  a  pen,  and  ink,  and  paper,  to 
write  to  her.  She’ll  think  it  unhandsome  if  I  don’t  let  her 
know  I’m  safely  arriv’d  in  good  health,  you  know,  and  so 
forth. 

For .  Certainly ;  and  all  this  gentility  and  attention  to 
Polly  Smallfry  will  get  you  into  high  favour  with  your  old 
master,  I’ve  no  doubt. 

Greg.  Why,  if  he's  up  to  snuff,  I  shouldn’t  at  all  wonder. 
If  you’re  going  this  way,  sir,  I’ll  follow  you. 

For.  After  you,  sir. 

Greg.  I  couldn’t  think  of  it. 

For.  You’re  a  very  polite  gentleman,  upon  my  honour. 

[ Exeunt  ceremoniously ,  r. 

SCENE  II. — Another  Room.  A  Table  with  Books ,  Pen, 
and  Paper. — Folding -doors,  c. 

A  Cook  and  Boy  discovered,  r. 

Cook.  Well,  have  you  seen  him  ? 

Boy.  No.  I  peep’d  in  at  the  door,  and  I  see  he’s  a-writing 
and  screwing  up  his  mouth ;  and  when  he’s  in  that  way, 
you  know  it’s  impossible  to  speak  to  him. 

Cook.  But,  I  tell  you,  you  must  speak  to  him.  I  can’t 
wait  all  day;  and  there’ll  be  the  devil  to  pay  if  his  dinner 
isn’t  ready  in  time. 

Boy.  Well,  if  I  must,  I  must ;  but  I  know  what  the 
consequence  will  be.  [Exit,  c,n. 


SCENE  II. J 
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Enter  Gardener,  l. 

Gard.  Well,  Cook,  have  you  got  the  orders? 

Cook.  No.  Dick  says  he’s  full  ol^  his  tyritings,  and  so 
was  afraid  to  ask  him ; — but  it’s  impossible  to  wait  any 
longer,  so  I  have  sent  him  back  again. 

Re-enter  Boy ,  running,  c.d. 

Boy.  Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  Run,  Cook,  run! 

Cook.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Boy.  The  matter!  Why,  he’s  thrown'a  large  book  at 
me  ;  and  now  he’s  coming  after  me  in  such  a  passion  ! 

Rest.  [  Without ,  c.]  I’ll  be  the  death  of  you,  you  young 
rascal,  I  will  1  t  \ 

Cook.  Oh,  the  devil !  Let’s  get  out  of  his  way  till  his 
passion’s  over.  Here  he  is. — Come  along  !  [ Exeunt ,  r. 

Enter  Restive  hastily,  l.,  with  a  paper  in  his  hand. 

Rest.  Where  is  the  villain  ?— Was  there  ever  such  a  set 
of  infernal,  troublesome,  impertinent  blockheads ! — To 
disturb  me  in  such  a  critical  moment !  In  five  minutes  the 
whole  national  debt  would  have  been  entirely  liquidated  ! 
Never  was  anything  so  provoking  1  When  the  great  plan 
was  just  working  to  a  consummation,  an  infernal  imp  of  a 
boy  asks  me  what  I’ll  have  for  dinner,  oversets  the  glorious 
discovery,  and  then  runs  off,  and  leaves  his  country  in  the 
midst  of  its  difficulties  !  Where  is  Doctor  Truckle  ?  Now 
the  mischief’s  done,  not  a  soul  comes  near  me.  Why, 
Simon,  Gregory,  Doctor  Truckle  !  I  see  they’ll  drive  me 
raving  mad,  and  then  I  suppose  they’ll  be  satisfied. 

SONG. — Restive. 

All  the  world  was  born  to  vex  me. 

Worry,  flurry,  and  perplex  me. 

Vain  my  brilliant  meditations, 

Patriotic  lucubrations ! 

Still  they  come  to  mar  my  labours — 

Friends,  relations,  servants,  neighbours  ! 

All  the  world,  &c. 

Simon!  Doctor!  All  about  me 
Spoil  my  temper,  jeer,  and  flout  me ; 

Sometimes  coming,  no  one  calling 
Sometimes  deaf  to  all  my  bawling  ! 

Anger  craving. 

Danger  braving. 

Till,  at  last,  they’ll  drive  me  raving  ! 

All  the  world,  &c. 

B 
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'Enter  Forage,  l. 

For.  Did  vou  call,  sir  ?  .  ,  ,  , 

Rest.  Oh,  you’re  come,  are  you,  sir !  And  where  s  your 

master,  sir  ?  why  doesn’t  he  come  when  I  send  for  him  . 

For.  Why,  sir,  I  believe - 

Rest.  Don’t  tell  me  what  you  believe,  sir  !  I  believe, 
sir  he  wants  to  provoke  me,  as  usual,  with  his  impudent 
composure.  But  it  won’t  do,  sir  !  Does  he  mean  to  come 
or  not,  sir  ? 

For.  Indeed  I  don’t  know,  sir. 

Rest.  You  don’t  know,  sir!  And  why  don’t  you  know, 
sir  ?  Why  don’t  you  look  for  him  ? 

For.  If  you  desire  it,  sir,  certainly.  I’ll  tell  him  that 
his  uncle,  in  his  usual  mild  and  gracious  manner 

Rest.  [ Threatening .]  You’ll  tell  him  what,  sir? 

For.  I’ll  tell  him  you  wish  to  see  him,  sir. 

Rest.  What !  you  want  to  put  me  in  a  passion,  like  your 
master,  do  you  ?  But  it  won’t  do,  sir  neither  of  you 
shall;  I’ll  be  hanged  if  you  shall!  Get  out  of  the  room, 
sir.  [. Forage  going.']  Stop,  sir  !  come  back  !  Go  up  to  the 
library,  and  desire  Doctor  Truckle  to  bring  me  down  the 
two  folio  volumes  of  Rapin.  Do  you  understand  me  ? 

For.  Yes,  sir :  desire  him  to  bring  them  down  himself, 
sir  ? 

Rest.  Why,  are  you  deaf,  lout  ?  Do  as  I  order  you. 

For.  Directly,  sir. 

Rest.  Stop,  sir !  Come  here,  come  here  !  [Forage 
advances  cautiously .]  You’ve  serv’d  abroad,  haven’t  you? 

For.  Yes,  sir. 

Rest.  And  know  something  of  geography,  I  dare  say  ? 

For.  A  little,  sir. 

Rest.  Then  answer  me  like  a  sensible  fellow.  A1!  hat  s 
your  private  opinion  of  a  grand  political  union  between 
Great  Britain,  North  America,  and  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope  ?  [Forage  bursts  into  a  smothered  laugh.]  Get  out 
of  the  room,  sir!  [Driving  him  out,  L.]  An  impudent, 
insolent  jackanapes  !  Now,  if  I  can  but  recover  the  chain 
of  my  calculations!  [Refers  to  his  paper. 

Re-enter  Forage,  chuckling,  and  showing  in  Gregory 

unobserved,  l 

Let  me  see.  If  I  make  it  clearly  appear  that  the  operation 
of  the  sinking  fund - 

Greg.  How  do  you  do,  sir?  I  hope  you’re  pretty  well. 

D  3 
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\ 

Rest.  [! Turning  suddenly  round  and  violently  boxing  his 
ears.]  How  dare  you,  sir!  how  dare  you!  ^ou  hope  I’m 
pretty  well !  How  dare  you  take  sueh  a  liberty  ? 

Greg.  I  beg  pardon.  1  thought  it  were  but  good  man¬ 
ners  ;  but  since  it  gives  you  offence,  1  won’t  hope  so  any 
more. 

Rest.  What,  you’re  my  new  footman,  T  suppose? 

Greg.  Yes,  sir:  recommended  by  Squire  Oldschool,  of 
Devonshire. 

Rest.  Oh  !  here  comes  Doctor  Truckle.  Help  him,  sir — 
why  don’t  you  help  him  ? 

Enter  Dr.  Truckle,  r.,  carrying  two  large  folios.  Gregory 
goes  to  help  him ,  and  throws  them^both  down  on  his  toes. 

Dr.  T.  ’Sdeath  !  the  booby  has  lam’d  me  ! 

’  Rest.  How  dare  you  lame  him  ? 

Greg.  I  ax  your  pardon  :  it  was  the  gentleman’s  own 
clumsiness,  indeed. 

Rest.  How  the  devil  can  you  be  so  clumsy,  Doctor  ? 

Dr.  T.  Pray,  don’t  let  it  disturb  you,  I  beg. 

Rest.  Well,  well. 

Dr.  T.  You  have  enough  to  vex  you,  I’m  sure. 

Rest.  I  have,  indeed.  Everybody  studies  to  vex  me  but 
you,  Doctor  ;  and  then  they  say  I’m  irritable. 

Dr.  T.  They  do  you  great  injustice. 

Rest.  They  do  me  scandalous  injustice  ! 

[ Gregory  seats  himself  at  the  Table ,  l.c.,  takes  a  she  t 
of  paper ,  and  begins  to  'write. 

Dr.  T.  Your  nephew  may  talk,  sir,  but  these  are  mo¬ 
ments  when  Socrates  might  have  studied  you  with  advan¬ 
tage  ;  and  if  you  were  but  known,  history  has  no  instance 
of  such  a  patriot. 

Rest.  I  don’t  think  it  has.  Sir,  you’re  a  liberal  critic  as 
well  as  a  true  friend.  But  let  my  fair  relation  reward  you  : 
she  shall  atone  to  both  of  us  for  the  insults  we  have  suffered 
from  mv  unnatural  nephew. 

Dr.  T.  Indeed,  it  grieves  me  that  I  cannot  be  the  young 
man’s  advocate  ;  but  how  I  should  have  merited 

Rest.  Pshaw  !  curse  your  modesty  1  I  tell  you  I  won’t 
be  plagu’d  with  it.  Have  her  you  must  and  shall— ay,  and 
you’ll  like  her,  too.  The  accounts  I  have  of  her  are  all  as 
your  heart  could  wish — youth,  beauty,  sound  sense,  solid 

information,  and  no  romance. 

Dr.  T.  A  treasure,  indeed  1  Some  lessons  I  may  furnish 
her  of  Greek  and  Roman  virtue,  may  yet  improve  her. 


TURN  OUT! 
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Rest.  I  tell  you  what,  Doctor — if  you  talk  to  the  girls 
about  Greek  and  Roman  virtue,  you’ll  talk  like  an  old 
blockhead.  [. Doctor  smiles .]  But  as  to  her  sense,  I’ve  a 
8ure  criterion  to  judge  of  that.  I  sent  her  down  my  last 
pamphlet :  there’s  no  name  to  it,  you  know ;  and  as  I 
haven’t  inform’d  her  it’s  mine,  I  shall  be  able  to  get  her 

real  opinion  of  it.  . 

Dr.  T.  [Aside.]  Then,  her  only  chance  is,  that  she  hasn  t 

j.ea(J 

Rest.  Doctor,  don’t  you  expect  it  will  be  quoted  in  the 
House  ? 

Dr.  T.  Sir,  it  will  be  the  statesman’s  pocket-companion, 
the  minister’s  vade-mecum — that  is,  when  it’s  known. 

Rest.  Of  course,  when  it’s  known,  I  say. — I  mean  to 
quote  it  myself  at  the  next  county  meeting. 

Dr.  T.  Public-spirited  to  the  last ! 

Rest.  Let’s  hear  how  it  reads,  Doctor.  [ Takes  a  pam¬ 
phlet  from  his  pocket ,  and  hands  it  to  Doctor  Truckle.] 
There — begin  it,  will  you,  and  let’s  hear. 

Dr.  2T.  [ Reads  very  slowly.]  ‘The  important  crisis  at 
which  the  affairs  of  Europe  are  now  arriv’d;  the  system  of 
politics  which  has  for  some  time  past  been  adopted  in  this 
country’ — what  a  Ciceronian  rotundity  !  ‘  must  lead  every 
thinking,  every  considerate,  every  reflecting  mind’ - 

Rest.  Hang  it,  Doctor,  don’t  read  so  slow.  Don’t  let  it 
come  so  heavy  upon  one  ;  a  little  brisker — ‘  The  important 
crisis  at  which  the  affairs’ - - 

Dr.  T.  I  understand.  [Imitates.]  ‘  The  important  crisis 
at  which  the  affairs  of  Europe  are  now  arriv’d  ;  the  system 
of  politics’ - 

Rest.  Pshaw  1  pshaw!  pshaw!  that’s  too  quick.  Zounds  I 
can’t  you  observe  a  medium  ? 

Dr.  T.  I  beg  pardon — I  perceive  what  you  mean.  I'll 
begin  again. 

Rest.  Ay,  now,  then.  [Turns  away ,  and  listens. 

Grey.  [At  the  Table,  reading  aloud  what  he  has  written.] 

1 1  arriv’d  here  last  night  in  pretty  good  health  and 
sperrits’ - 

Rest.  I  arriv’d  here!  why,  what’s  that?  How  dare  you, 
sir  !  what  do  you  do  there,  sir  ? 

[Drives  Gregory  away  from  Table. 

Greg.  I  were  but  writing  to  my  friends,  for  politeness. 

Rest.  None  of  your  politeness  here,  sir.  Get  out  of  the 
room.  [Exit  Gregory,  i  ]  That  booby  thinks  I’ve  hir’d 
him  to  practise  politeness. — Oh  1  here  comes  mv  Lord 
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Composure — here  comes  Mr.  Serenity.  He  sha’n’t  triumph 
over  my  temper,  at  any  rate. 

Enter  Somerville,  l. 


Som.  I  heard  you  sent  for  me,  sir. 

Rest.  Yes  ;  and  you  have  been  in  great  haste  to  obey  me. 

Som.  1  wouldn’t  for  the  world,  sir,  abridge  the  precious 
moments  you  dedicate  to  so  valuable  a  companion  as  this 
gentleman — this  paragon  of  patience,  complaisance,  conde¬ 
scension — in  short,  of  every  Christian  and  accommodating 
virtue. 

Dr.  T.  Always,  at  least,  too  modest  to  hear  my  own 
praises ;  and,  therefore,  atV  present,  your  very  humble 
servant.  [Exit,  R. 

Rest.  What !  you  want  to  put  the  Doctor  in  a  passion, 
too  ! 

Sum.  I  know  his  philosophy  too  well,  sir. 

'  Rest.  Do  you  so?  Well,  sir,  and  now  I’ve  a  word  or 
two,  if  you  please,  for  your  philosophy.  I  sent^for  you  to 
tell  you,  sir,  that  your  apartments  in  this  house  are  wanted  ; 
and  the  sooner  you  provide  yourself  elsewhere,  the  more 


agreeable. 

Som.  I  understand  ^'ou,  sir — sent  for  me,  to  give  me 
regular  warning. 

Rest.  Precisely  so,  sir  ;  and  I  hope,  for  your  own  sake, 
vou’ll  take  it,  without  reducing  me  to  a  forcible^jectment. 

Som.  And  what’s  to  become  of  me  then,  sir?  \ 

Rest.  Return  to  your  regiment;  or,  if  you  don’t  like 
that,  turn  scavenger,  highwayman — King  of  the  Gipsies, 
if  you  like. 

Sum.  A  very  pretty  thought,  sir ;  and  I  think  the  cha¬ 


racter  would  become  me  exceedingly. 

Rest.  I  don’t  know  that.  You  have  certainly  the  impu¬ 
dence  of  a  highwayman  ;  but  hang  me  it  I  think  you  have 
half  grace  enough  for  a  beggar.  As  for  me,  sir,  henceforth 
1  am  inflexible  as  a  rock. 

Som.  Flinty  as  a  rock,  I’m  sure,  sir ;  and  yet,  I  was  in 
hopes - 

Rest.  Well,  sir,  what  were  you  in  hopes  of,  sir  ? 

Som.  That,  wnen  you  had  disposed  of  the  debts  of  the 
nation,  you'd  give  a  little  consideration  to  your  nephew’s. 

Rest.  Really  1  You  have  made  it  a  very  thankful  office, 
haven’t  you  ? 

Som.  Ah,  sir  !  I  wish  the  nation  may  be  half  as  grateful  1 

jb  3 


18 


TURN  OUT! 


[ACT  I. 

Rest.  And  if  it  were  not,  sir,  it  would  never  keep  up  its 
stock  of  patriotism,  depend  upon  it.  No,  sir,  henceforth 
you’ll  raise  your  own  supplies,  if  you  please.  If  you  em¬ 
ploy  me,  like  a  discreet  minister  I  lay  no  tax  on  my  own 
purse,  I  promise  you  ;  and  so,  sir,  you  have  my  ultimatum. 
r  [Going,  R. 

Som.  Stop,  sir.  What  think  you  of  the  old  expedient  in 
cases  of  difficulty— a  trifling  loan,  for  instance  ? 

Rest.  If  you  find  a  contractor,  I  shall  wish  you  joy  of 
him,  with  all  my  heart. 

Som.  You  shall  have  the  preference,  sir,  by  all  means. 
Come,  sir,  what  will  you  bid  me  ? 

Rest.  What  I  always  shall  on  all  such  occasions— a  very 

good  morning. 

Som.  Ha  !  ha  1  ha  1 

Rest.  Oh,  curse  your  sneers !  but  they  sha’n’t  provoke 
me,  you  most  abandon’d,  aggravating,  impudent  profligate. 

J  [Exit,  r. 

Som.  So,  this  is  something  like  a  crisis  at  last  1  Now 
have  I  a  great  mind,  if  it  were  not  for  my  vows  to  Marian, 
to  make  violent  love  to  thin  new  relation.  But  as  matters 
stand  well,  thanks  to  my  stars,  I’m  not  given  to  despon¬ 
dency  ;  and  in  this,  as  well  as  in  every  other  dilemma,  I 
can  still  cherish  hope,  and  trust  to  fortune. 

SONG — Somerville. 

If  love,  as  they  say,  is  the  solace  of  youth, 

And  my  mistress  neglect  all  my  ardour  and  truth. 

To  forswear  her  whole  sex  in  revenge  may  be  right— 

But  then,  in  a  soldi-er,  would  that  be  polite  ? 

Oh !  no,  no,  no  ! 

So  philosophy,  brighten’d  with  hope’s  cheering  ray, 

Be  still  my  specific  for  sorrow ; 

And  if  I  can’t  have  all  my  wishes  to-day, 

I  can  very  well  wait  till  to-morrow. 

Though  the  wrath  of  my  uncle  against  me  is  hurl’d, 

Yet  poverty  offers  to  show  me  the  world  ; 

And  if  wealth’s  fickle  vot’ries  frown  on  my  lot. 

Must  I  die  in  despair?  no,  I’d  much  rather  not. 

Oh  1  no,  no,  no  1 

But  philosophy,  brighten’d  with  hope’s  cheering  ray, 

Be  still  my  specific  for  sorrow ; 

And  if  I  can’t  have  all  my  wishes  to-day, 

I  can  very  well  wait  till  to-morrow.  [Exit,  r. 

Enter  Gregory,  l.,  with  his  letter  in  hand,  showing  in 
Marian  Ramsay  and  Peggy. 

Greg.  This  way,  miss.  Bless  me !  how  I  am  interrupted 
in  my  letter.  Who  did  you  say,  Miss  ? 
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Mar.  Miss  Ramsay,  from  Scotland. 

Greg.  Miss  Ramsay.  Polly  will  think  it  very  unhand¬ 
some,  I’m  sure.  {Redding  his  letter .]  ‘  I  arriv’d  here  last 
night’ - 

Peggy.  Don’t  stand  mumbling  there,  but  go  and  look 
for  your  master.  [ Pushes  him. 

Greg.  I  wonder  where  that  young  woman  was  brought 
up  I  {Exit ,  r. 

Peggy.  Well,  ma’am,  now  we^re  here,  hadn’t  I  better  go 
and  look  after  the  Captain  and  Mr.  Forage  as  soon  as 
possible  ? 

Mar.  Mercy  on  me  !  what !  the  moment  we  arrive  ?  For 
Heaven’s  sake,  take  a  little  breath,  girl  1 

Peggy.  Lord,  ma’am!  if  I  do,  ’tis  ten  to  one  but  Mr. 
Forage  takes  it  away  again  directly. 

Mar.  Don’t  tell  me  of  Mr.  Forage :  go  and  help  my 
mother  with  the  luggage,  immediately. 

Peggy.  Yes,  miss,  I’ll  look  to  that  first,  certainly ;  but 
with  respect  to  our  lovers,  the  less  time  we  lose  the  better, 
miss,  take  my  word  for  it.  f  {Exit,  h. 

Enter  Mrs.  Ramsay,  l. 

Mar.  Well,  mother ! 

Mrs.  R.  Well,  child,  you  haven’t  seen  him  yet  ? 

Mar.  No  ;  not  yet. 

Mrs.  R.  Then  pray,  my  dear  girl,  while  it  isn’t  too  late, 
pray,  give  up  your  man  project*- once  more  let  me  oeg  it 
of  you. 

Mar.  It’s  all  in  vain,  mother.  I’m  determin’d  to  disgust 
him  ;  and  there’s  nothing  like  tfye  first  impression.  You 
know  I  came  to  satisfy  my  uncle,  and  in  the  hopes  of  meet¬ 
ing  my  dear  Somerville.  But  since  I  have  heard,  on  such 
good  authority,  the  real  state  of  old  Restive’s  family  affairs, 
he  makes  me  no  party  to  his  projects,  I  promise  him.  What! 
do  you  think  I’ll  be  the  means  of  disinheriting  a  worthy 
young  fellow,  because  he  won’t  assist  in  turning  his  poor 
uncle’s  brain  ?  and  all  to  enrich  a  stupid  old  parasite  !  No, 
if  I  do,  may  I  sprain  my  ankle  in  the  midst  of  a  reel,  and 
never  revenge  another  romping  kiss  from  the  geneious  lad 
of  my  heart  1 

Mrs.  R.  Bless  the  girl !  she  thinks  of  nothing  but  reels 
and  romping  kisses  !  How  can  you  be  so  unreasonable  ? 
As  to  young  Somerville,  I  shouldn’t  wonder  if  you  never 
set  eyes  on  him  again;  and  then,  who  knows  but  you  may 
like  this  Doctor  Truckle  ? 
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Mar.  Like  him  !  why,  he’s  past  his  grand  climacteric. 

Mrs.  R.  What  then  ?  There  was  your  father,  even  in 
the  winter  of  his  years,  would  sometimes  be  as  gay  and  as 
lively  as  if  it  were  but  May-day  with  him. 

Mar.  Ah,  mother!  we  all  know  what  your  fine  weather 
in  winter  is — a  gleam  of  sunshine  may  melt  the  ice  for  a 
little  while  ;  but  it’s  very  apt  to  freeze  again  at  night. 

Mrs.  R.  Well,  but  consider  the  character  I  have  given 
of  you.  I’m  afraid  his  disappointment  will  all  light  upon 
me.  And  then,  why  make  vour  case  so  desperate  ?  You 
know  I  love  the  man  of  your  heart  as  much  as  you  do,  for 
his  generosity  to  your  cousin  Andrew  ;  and  cou’dn’t  we 
contrive,  now,  to  discard  the  Doctor  and  recommend  him  ? 

Mar.  And  what  then  becomes  of  the  poor  nephew  ?  No, 
no:  it’s  a  shabby  business,  and  i’ll  have  nothing  to  do 
with  it. 

Mrs.  R.  Heaven  help  us  !  you’re  so  headstrong! 

Mar.  Hark!  here  he  comes,  mother. 

Mrs.  R.  Does  he?  Then  I’ll  get  out  of  the  way  till  the 
meeting’s  over,  for  I’m  sure  I  shall  be  frighten’d  out  of 
my  wits.  [Exit,  L. 

Mar.  Now\  then,  to  give  him  a  specimen  of  all  those 
brilliant  accomplishments  which  my  foolish  friends  have  so 
lavishly  bestow’d  on  me. 

[Marian  assumes  an  air  of  gawky  silliness. 

Enter  Restive,  followed  by  Gregory,  r. 

Rest.  Here,  did  you  say  ?  Ah  !  my  dear  young  lady  ! 
[Noticing  her  manner .]  Zounds  !  this  can’t  be  she  !  I 
beg  pardon,  miss — pray,  are  you  the  young  lady  from 
Scotland  ? 

Mar.  Did  you  speak  to  me,  sir  ? 

Rest.  To  be  sure  I  did. 

Mar.  What  did  you  say,  sir  ? 

Rest.  I  say,  are  you  the  young  lady  I  expect  from 
Scotland  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  yes  !  I  come  out  of  Scotland. 

Rest.  Then,  come  to  my  arms,  my  darling !  come  to 
my  arms  ! 

Mar.  [After  a  What  did  you  say,  sir  ? 

Rest.  Zounds  !  I  say,  come  to  my  arms. 

Mar.  I  don’t  know  what  you  mean,  I’m  sure,  sir. 

Rest.  What  the  devil !  is  the  girl  an  idiot  ?  It  must  be 
some  stranger — it  never  can  be  she.  Who  are  you,  girl? 
What’s  your  name  ? 
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Mar.  Did  you  speak  to  me,  sir  ?  ' 

Rest.  To  be  sure  I  did.  Have  you  lost  your  senses  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  dear  sir  !  if  I  haven’t,  I’m  sure  you’ll  frighten 
me  out  of  them. 

Rest.  Tell  me  your  name,  then,  directly. 

Mar.  Yes,  sir.  I’m  Marian  Ramsay,  you  know,  sir, 
your  distant  relation. 

Rest.  Yes,  upon  my  soul,  a  very  distant  relation  indeed  ! 
Why,  then,  if  you  are  my  relation,  why  don’t  you  behave 
like  one — eh  ?  Come,  give  me  your  hand.  [Takes  *7.] 
Well,  and  how  are  you,  my  girl? 

Mar.  Pretty  well,  thank  ye,  sir. 

Rest.  Well,  and  have  you  had  a  safe  journey  ?  and  how 
long  have  you  been  arriv’d — eh  ? 

Mar.  What  did  you  say,  sir  ? 

Rest.  I  say,  how  long  have  you  been  arriv’d  ? 

Greff.  [Looking  over  his  letter .]  ‘  I  arriv’d  here  last 
night,  in  pretty  good  health  and  sperrits’ - 

Rest.  Get  out  of  the  room,  you  impudent  blockhead  ! 
[Driving  him  out,  r.]  ’Sdeath  !  girl,  why  don’t  you  give 
me  some  account  of  yourself?  \ 

Mar.  Yes,  to  be  sure,  sir.  I’ll  give  you  some  account 
of  myself  directly.  K 

SONG. — Marian. 

I’m  Marian  Ramsay,  from  Scotland  I  come, 

All  adown  the  green  dale  where  the  violets  are  springing; 

And  much  I  should  grieve  from  dear  Scotland  to  part : 

Rut  I’m  come  to  the  south,  sir,  to  get  a  sweetheart. 

With  my  fa,  la,  la,  la,  while  the  birds  are  a-singing. 

They  say  my  relation’s  a  mighty  odd  man. 

All  a\vay  from  the  dale,  &c. 

’Tis  you,  sir,  I’m  sure  :  for,  the  truth  to  reveal. 

As  we  say  in  the  north,  you’re  a  codvical  chiel' 

With  my  fa,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

So,  get  me  my  sweetheart,  and  wish  me  good-by, 

All  away  to  the  dale,  &c. 

If  the  bonny  lad’s  willing,  I’m  now  in  my  prime, 

And  sure  ’tis  a  pity  to  lose  any  time. 

With  my  fa,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

Rest.  Curse  me  if  I  know  what  to  make  of  her :  she  seems 
a  perfect  natural.  I’ll  put  her  to  the  grand  test  at  once. 
Pray,  my  dear,  did  you  receive  a  book  I  sent  you  ? 

Mar.  Oh  !  yes,  sir,  we  receiv’d  it :  it  was  about  politics  ; 
and  such  a  heap  of  foolishness,  you  can’t  think. 

Rest.  A  perfect  idiot,  decidedly  i  Why,  was  there  ever 
—where’s  your  mother,  girl  ? 

Mar.  She’s  looking  after  the  things,  sir. 
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Rest.  An  old  fool!  writing  me  a  cock-and-a-bull  story 
of  her  sense  and  education  ! 

Mar.  Lauk  !  what  a  deal  of  figuring  ! 

[. Pulling  his  paj)ers  about. 

Rest.  Let  the  figuring  alone.  ’Sdeath  and  the  devil  ! 
I’ll  go  and  give  the  old  woman  such  a  sessarara  !  I’ll  send 
her  back  to  Scotland  in  a  whirlwind  1  [Exit,  r. 

Mar.  A  most  amiable  relation  I  have  discover’d,  upon 
my  life  ! 

Enter  Peggy,  l. 

Peggy.  Oh,  madam  !  madam  ! 

Mar.  What  now  ? 

Peggy.  As  sure  as  I  live,  ma’am,  Mr.  Restive’s  unfor¬ 
tunate  nephew  is  no  other  person  than  Captain  Somerville 
himself. 

Mar.  Impossible  ! 

Peggy.  It’s  true,  ma’am,  indeed.  I’ve  just  seen  him 
and  Mr.  Forage  from  a  window  :  and  they’re  both  coming 
into  the  house.  Oh,  Lord  !  ma’am,  here  they  are  ! 

Enter  Somerville  and  Forage,  l. 

Som.  Is  it  possible  ? — Marian  ? 

Mar.  Somerville  ! 

For.  Peggy  ! 

Peggy.  Mr.  Forage  ! 

Mar.  And  are  you  my  cousin  ? 

Som.  And  are  you  the  sister’s  husband’s  brother’s  wife’s 
daughter  ? 

Mar.  The  same. 

Som.  and  Mar.  [Together.]  Oh,  my  ..ear  cousin  ! 

[They  embrace. 

For.  Oh,  my  dear  Peggy  1 

Peggy.  Oh,  my  dear  Mr.  Forage!  [They  embrace  also. 

Som.  This  is  surely  the  most  auspicious  moment ! 

Mar.  Oh,  yes  !  our  salutation  being  over,  now  you  may 
congratulate  yourself.  It’s  a  very  auspicious  moment, 
indeed.  Here  have  I  arriv’d,  post-haste  from  Scotland,  to 
marry  your  rival,  and  turn  you  out  of  doors. 

Som.  Why,  upon  my  honour,  under  all  appearances,  I 
see  no  reason  to  imagine  the  contrary. 

Mar.  Oh  !  don  t  flatter  y*urself — you  have  no  reason 
to  imagine  the  contrary. 

Som.  My  dear  Marian,  surely  you  can’t  be  serious _ - 

surely  you  never  can  intend - 

Mar.  Bless  m  v  soul  !  here’s  the  young  philosopher  auite 
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in  a  fluster!  Pray,  be  compos’d  fora  moment.  Here, 
Peggy,  go  to  my  mother,  and  whisper  her  to  detain  old 
Restive  as  long  as  possible. 

Peggy.  1  will,  ma’am. 

Mar.  And  not  a  word  of  this  discovery. 

PeffffV‘  Oh,  no,  ma’am  ! 

For.  Oh,  no,  ma’am  !  certainly. 

Peggy .  Come  along,  Mr.  Forage! 

For.  Come  along  !  1  hope,  when  I  return,  sir,  I  shall 

find  you  a  little  better.  {Exeunt  Forage  and  Peggy ,  l. 

Mar.  Now,  sir,  if  you  see  any  just  cause  or  impediment 
why  Doctor  Truckle  and  Marian  Ramsay  should  not  be 
join’d  together  in  holy  matrimony,  yodsare  now  to  declare 
it.  This  is  the  first  time  of  asking.  \ 

Som.  And  can  you  find  none  ? 

Mar.  None,  1  am  sure,  that  you  have  a  right  to  urge. 
What !  never  to  have  written  for  six  weeks  ! 

Som.  1  receiv’d  no  answer  to  my' last. 

Mar.  It  didn’t  deserve  one,  sir.'*  It  was  too  confident — 
too  much  e?i  cavalier :  not  one  pang,  doubt,  or  fear.  Why, 
sir,  did  you  forget  you  were  writing  to  a  woman  ?  or  did 
you  suppose  me  a  philosopher  in  petticoats  ? 

Som.  Prescribe  mv  penance,  and  my  offence  shall  be 
expiated. 

Mar.  Ah  !  it’s  lucky  for  you  that  the  unfortunate  cousin 
pleads  for  the  negligent  lover,  dr  Heaven  knows  what  you 
might  have  had  to  go  through. 

Som.  You  are  all  generosity  ! 

Mar.  Well,  well,  no  compliments  now  ;  but  hear  my 
plan.  Before  I  knew  that  these  two  interesting  characters 
were  combin’d  in  your  person,  I  had  determin’d  to  redress 
your  wrongs  in  the  former,  by  becopaing  the  greater  plague 
to  your  uncle  of  the  two.  That  project  I  now  reverse ; 
and  direct  all  my  powers  of  pleasing  towards  him — all  my 
talents  of  annoyance  against  your  rival. 
s  Som.  Delightful  1 

Mar.  On  such  an  occasion  I  shall  not  be  over-nice,  I 
assure  you  ;  and  if  I  bring  the  Doctor  to  refuse  me,  which 
I  certainly  will,  a  rupture  must  ensue  :  out  of  his  disgrace 
we  may  insinuate  your  restoration,  and  make  you  the 
successor  to  all  his  hopes,  and  all  his  honours. 

Som.  You  transport  me  at  the  thought ! 

Mar.  In  the  meantime,  we  must  carefully  disguise  our 
acquaintance  ;  and  my  first  blind  shall  be  to  encourage 
your  uncle’s  resentment  against  you. 
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Som.  I’ll  second  your  intention.  To  you  I  commit  all ; 
and  never  was  I  more  proud  than  in  adoring  you  as  my 
guardian  angel. 

Mar.  No  compliments  now.  We  must  part,  to  prevent 
suspicion.  Let  us  offer  our  devotions  to  the  little  god  of 
love,  and  fear  nothing. 

Som.  I’ll  offer  him  the  sincerest  that  ever  ascended  from 
his  altar. 

DUET. 

God  of  love!  assert  thy  fame; 

Let  not  dotage  mock  thy  name. 

Pr’ythee  aid  my  wretched  case  ! 

Pr’ythee  view  his  woeful  face ! 

Be  thou  our  guide,  and  thou  our  friend; 

And  should  success  our  hopes  attend, 

Sing  lera,  lara, — then  will  we 

A  merry  song  in  praise  of  thee!  [Exeunt,  r. 

SCENE  III. — An  Apartment. 

Enter  Restive  and  Marian,  r. 

Rest.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  a  very  pleasant  frolic,  indeed  I  and 
so,  you  are  a  very  clever  young  girl,  after  all  ? 

Mar.  At  least,  sir,  I’m  not  the  fool  you  took  me  for. 
Rest.  And  it  was  all  to  try  my  temper — eh  ? 

Mar.  Nothing  else.  I  had  heard  you  were  so  terribly 
passionate  !  And,  considering  how  rude  I  was,  I’m  sure 
you  were  as  patient  as  an  angel. 

Rest.  No,  hang  it,  I  was  in  a  bit  of  a  passion,  too  ;  but 
at  such  a  disappointment  who  would  not  be,  my  darling  ? 
Mar.  It  was  very  kind  of  you,  I’m  sure. 

Rest.  And  then  that  book  I  was  talking  of,  you  know, 
call’d  4  A  View  of  the  State  of  Public  Affairs  ?’ 

Mar.  Oh,  delightful ! 

Rest.  No  ;  do  you  think  so  ? 

Mar.  Charming,  sir ! 

Rest.  I’m  the  author  of  it. 

Mar.  No,  sir ! 

Rest.  I  am,  indeed;  and  what’s  more,  I’ve  another  just 
ready  for  the  press  ; — I’ll  show  it  you  ;  it’s  the  scheme  oi 
a  grand  political  union. 

Mar.  Why,  what  a  fine  head  you  must  have  ! 

Rest.  And  besides  that  I  have  a  decided  plan  for  paving 
off  the  national  debt.  n  6 

Mar.  For  paying  it  off,  sir  ? 


Som. 

Mar. 

Som. 

Mar. 

Both. 
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Rest.  Ay,  by  instalments  -at\  three,  six,  and  twelve 
months.  x 

Mar.  Glorious !  And  to  those  prodigious  plans  the 
Doctor  has  no  objection  ? 

Rest-  Why,  I  own  he  has  found  one  objection  to  each  of 

them,  which  certainly  at  first  seems  lather  formidable  ;  but 

then,  as  he  says,  why,  if  ministers  cannot  get  over  that 
themselves,  what  the  devil  are  they  good  for  ? 

Mar}  Very  true,  sir.  You’re  a  great  character — you’ve 
inspir  d  me  ;  and  I’m  determin’d  to  assist  you. 

Rest.  What !  a  young  woman  turn  politician  ? 
lar,  W  by  not,  sir  ?  we’ve  had  plenty  of  old  ones  in 
that  capacity,  I’m  sure? 

Rest.  That’s  dev’lish  keen.  Oh,  I  see  the  Doctor  will 
be  delighted  with  you  !  just  the  character  he  looks  for  and 
desires  ;  sound  sense,  solid  information,  and  no  romance. 

Mar.  [ Aside.]  So,  that’s  my  cu&for  the  Doctor  !  But 
when  shall  I  see  the  Doctor,  sir  ?  ' 

Rest.  Oh,  what !  you’re  impatient !  I’ll  tell  you  what — 
a  w  lm  has  seiz  d  him  to  steal  upon  you  without  your 
knowing  him  :  so  I  promised  to  give  him  his  way  ;  but  I 
thought,  by  giving  you  the  hint,  you  might  improve  it  to 
your  advantage — you  understand.! 

Mar.  Thankye,  sir:  I  shall  use  it  to  my  advantage,  I’ve 
no  doubt;  but  then  alone,  sir? 

Rest.  Ay,  what  of  that  ?  \ 

Mar.  Lord,  sir,  these  scholastic  characters  sometimes 
break  out  very  strangely. 

Rest.  Nonsense  1  Bless  vdu,  the  Doctor  won’t  break 
out,  1  11  answer  for  it.  Oh,  her^  comes  my  nephew  !  he’ll 
e  piettily  annoy’d  at  seeing  you;  or,  do  you  know,  I 
should  not  wonder  at  his  making  love  to  you. 

Mar.  Well,  do  you  know  I  should  not  wonder  at  that 
either.  \ 

Rest.  I  should  like  to  catch  him  atN  it ! 

Mar.  So  should  I. 

Rest.  Now,  we’ll  quiz  him. 

Mar.  We  will,  sir — we  will  plague  him  famously. 

Enter  Somerville,  l. 

Rest.  Well,  sir,  pray  what  brings  you  here  ? 

Som.  Chiefly,  sir,  curiosity  and  respect  for  my  fair  cousin. 
Rest,  (r.)  Oh,  if  that’s  all,  sir,  there  she  is — look  at  her, 
make  your  bow,  and  walk  off. 
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Mar  (c  )  Ay,  the  sooner  the  better,  I’m  sure 
Vw  There  sir  how  do  you  like  her  now  . 

She  s  an  angel,  sir  !  And  is  this  to  creature  so 

soon  to  be  sacrific  d  ? 

X: 

JOS»rTnramVnevetrPtofia0d  Jou  in  good  humour,  sir? 
Rest.  You  will  not  put  me  into  an  ill  humour  again,  sir 

]  promise  you.  QUARTETT. 


Rest. 


Mar. 


Som. 


Rest. 


Som. 

Rest. 
Som. 
M  ar. 
Rest. 

So  m. 
AIL 

Som. 

Rest. 


Your  jesting  and  jeering, 

Your  taunting  and  sneering, 

All  rage  disappearing, 

We  treat  but  with  scorn. 

You’ll  find  it  in  vain,  sir, 

To  try  them  ngain,  sir— 

They’ll  meet  with  disdain,  sir  ;  — 

So  pack,  and  begone ! 

Is,  then,  virtue  still  oppos’d? 

Spite  of  all  my  love  and  truth. 

Can  such  tender  hearts  be  clos  d 
’Gainst  a  poor  unhappy  youth  . 

Yes,  your  jesting  and  your  jeering,  &c  . 
Leave  the  room  1  that’s  plain  and  flat,  sir , 
Leave  the  room  1 

I  understand ; 

Only  let  me  first -  ^  . 

3  We.l,  what,  sir? 

Kiss  my  fair  relation’s  hand. 

See,  sir,  how  my  hand  he  tears  1 
With  the  other  box  his  ears  1 
Bravo  1 

Bravo  !  too,  say  I. 

You  are  welcome,  heartily  1 


[Kisses  her  hand. 
[She  boxes  his  ears. 


You  see  how  I  strive,  sir,  your  passion  to  hinder. 
Begone,  sir  1  I  say,  or  my  patience  you  11  Lie. 


Gre.'. 


Rest. 
Som . 

Rest. 

Som. 

Mur. 


Enter  Gregory,  r.,  with  papers  half -burned. 


Oh.  dear,  sir! 
And  blown 


the  wind  has  been  in  at  the  window, 
all  your  ciphering  into  the  fire  • 

I’m  ruin’d! 


Forgive  your  poor  nephew  1 

No,  never  1. 

Now,  you  and  the  nation  are  ruin’d  for  ever 
Then  I  and  the  nation  are  ruin’d  tor  ever  ! 
Now,  you  and  the  nation,  &c.. 


END  OF  ACT  I. 
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ACT  II.  v 

SCENE  I. — A  Room  in  the  House  of  Restive. 

Enter  Somerville,  rm  and  Forage,  l.,  meeting. 

tor.  So,  sir,  you’re  determined  to  keep  it  up,  and  die 
hard,  I  perceive.  ' 

Sorn.  Don’t  you  see  my  plan,  Forage  ?  it’s  all  to  blind 
him  the  more  effectually  to  my  understanding  with  my 
cousin,  and  strengthen  the  masked  battery  she  means  to 
open  on  the  Doctor. 

For.  Well,  sir,  I  wish  you  success. 

Rest.  [Without,  r.]  This  instant,  sir  !  Do  it  directly  ! 

For.  He  seems  to  be  giving;  some  tremendous  orders  to 
Gregory — all  levelled  against  us,  I’m  afraid,  sir.  Oh  !  here 
comes  the  accomplished  messenger  himself. 

\  N* 

Enter  Gregory,  X- 

Som.  Well,  sir?  i 

Greg.  Mr.  Somerville,  I  won’t  ax  you  h.ow  you  do,  for 
fear  you  should  take  it  uncivil  :  so,  sir,  briefly,  not  to  be 
guilty  of  no  unpoliteness,  my  rbaster’s  compliments,  and 
you’re  to  turn  out  of  this  house  immediately. 

Som.  To  turn  out  of  the  house  ? 

Greg.  Yes  ;  or  else  I  and  Simon,  and  Doctor  Truckle, 
and  the  constable,  are  to  make  you. 

Som.  Sir,  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  be  troublesome  to  a 
party  of  such  agreeable  geqtldpien  ;  and,  therefore,  my 
compliments  to  your  master,  and  I  obey  his  request. 

Greg.  Why,  that's  behkving  as  genteel  as  a  man  can  do. 

Som.  [ Apart  to  Forage.]  YoVll  find  me  in  the  shrub- 
bery.  Wait  till  the  Doctor’s  interview  with  Marian,  and 
bring  me  news  of  the  event;  kn, d  in  the  meantime  make 
a  friend  of  Gregory,  in  case  of  the  worst. 

For.  I  will,  sir. 

Som.  Mr.  Gregory,  I  wish  you  a  very  good  morning. 

[Exit,  l. 

Greg.  The  same  to  you,  sir;  and  many  happy  returns. 
Now,  I  can’t  say  but  I  feel  for  that  young  gentleman  vastly. 

For.  And  well  you  may,  Mr.  Gregory  ;  for  love,  sir — 
disobedience  in  a  love  affair — is  the  cause  of  all  his  mis¬ 
fortunes.  You  know  what  it  is  to  love? 

Greg.  I  do,  indeed:  for  Polly  Smallfry  I’d  give  up  all 
the  world. 

For.  Just  like  me  and  mv  master.  And  pray,  who  is 
this  fair  ladv  ? 

cS 
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Greu  She  and  her  mother,  sir,  are  in  the  oyster  line  at 
Plymouth.  Soon  after  we  was  acquainted,  says  1  to  her,  one 
day  as  she  was  a-standing  at  the  shop-door,  her  beautiful 
arm  leaning  upon  a  kit  of  pickled  salmon— ‘  Polly,  says  I, 
‘  we’re  neither  on  us  rich  ;  but  love’s  everything.  Only 
say  the  word,  and  I’ll  make  you  my  spouse  directly,  and 

trust  to  Providence.’ 

For.  And  she  wouldn’t  consent  ? 

Greg.  Why,  her  mother  answered  for  her,  in  her  particular 
friendly  and  tender  manner — ‘  Gregory,’  says  she,  ‘  don  t 
you  go  and  make  a  d — d  fool  of  yourself :  it’s  time  enough 
of  you  to  think  of  marriage  when  you’ve  laid  up  something 
to  make  the  pot  boil.’ 

For.  That  was  a  damper. 

Greg.  Rather  ;  but  when  we  parted - 

For.  Ah  !  that  parting’s  a  trying  moment !  I  know  it 
well,  Mr.  Gregory — their  vows,  their  tokens  of  constancy  ! 

You  see  this  beautiful  bit  of  sky-blue  silk  ? 

f  Showing  his  watch-riband. 


Greg.  I  do,  sir. 

For.  It  was  my  Peggy’s  parting-gift  to  me — as  you  see, 
to  make  myself  this  elegant  watch-riband. 

Greg.  And  do  you  see  this  beautiful  piece  of  black  riband  ? 

[ Taking  a  riband  from  his  bosom. 


For.  I  do. 

Greg.  It  was  what  my  Polly  gin  me  at  our  parting. 

For.  Indeed  ! 

Greg.  Yes  ;  to  make  myself  a  tail  with — of  course,  that 
binds  me  to  her  for  ever. 

For.  And  to  us,  too,  I  hope,  Mr.  Gregory,  you  will  be 
our  friend. 

Greg.  I  will,  depend  upon  it.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I 
wonder  master  didn’t  order  me  to  turn  you  out  too. 

Rest.  [Without,  r.]  Gregory  1 

Greg.  There  !  I  shouldn’t  wonder  now  but  he’s  recollected 
himself.  But  don’t  you  be  uneasy  :  I’m  your  friend  ;  and 
I’ll  show  you  the  door  as  politely  as  possible,  take  my  word 
for  it.  [Exit,  R. 

For.  And  so  I’m  to  turn  out!  Well,  I  shall  not  be 
quizzed  for  my  singularity  in  that  respect,  however. 


I  SONG — Forage. 

Love  and  poverty’s  fate  is  turn  out,  turn  out ! 
Love  and  poverty’s  fate  is  turn  out ! 

But  the  rich  blockhead’s  store, 

Alas  !  opens  the  door, 
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Through  which  merit,  if  poor,  must  turn  out,  turn  out ! 
Through  which  merit,  if  poor,  must  turn  out! 

% 

Great  statesmen,  when  doom’d  to  turn  out,  turn  out — 

Great  statesmen,  when  dochn’d  to  turn  out- 
Though  full  of  their  graced 
When  snug  in  their  placed, 

With  very  wry  faces  turn  out,\turn  out! 

With  very  wry  faces  turn  out !  _ 

Our  foe  would  their  neighbours  turn  out,  turn  out  — 

Our  foe  would  their  neighbours  turn  out; 

But  John  Bull  is  so  queer, 

He’ll  sometimes  interfere, 

Just  to  trouble  MwunsSbr  to  turn  out,  turn  out! 

Just  to  trouble  Mounseer  to  turn  out ! 

In  the  play-house  they  often  turnout,  turn  out — 
lu  the  play-house  they  often  turn  out ; 

And  isn’t  it  boring 
To  hear  them  encoring, 

While  others  are  roaring  ‘Turn  out\  turn  out!’ 

While  others  are  roaring  ‘  Turn  out !’  \ 

Poor  poets  must  often  turn  out,  turn  out — 

Poor  poets  are  often  turn'd  out : 

■Tis  e’en  thus  with  the  great; 

So  the  poet  must  w'ait^ 

To  know  if  his  fate  is  ‘Turn  nut !  turn  out” 

To  know  if  his  fate  is  ‘Turn  oht !’  [Exit,  l. 


SCENE  II. — Another  Apartment  in  the  House  of  Restive. 
Enter  Restive  and  fir.  Truckle,  r. 

Rest.  You  rejoice  my  heart,  Doctor  ! — Set  it  to  rights, 
do  you  say  ? 

Dr.  T.  Every  figure  of  it. 

Rest.  You  save  me  fromdespair  !  You’re  the  best  friend 
I  have  in  the  world  ;  and  you  shail  have  the  girl  directly. 
Just  to  your  mind,  Doctor  1  ^Aren’t  you  happy  ? 

Dr.  T.  Quite,  quite  happy!  I’m  not  quite  so  lively  as 
you,  sir;  but  quite  happy,  1  assure  you. 

Rest.  But,  zounds  !  why  aren’t  you  lively?  Ha  !  ha!  I 
can’t  help  laughing,  to  think  how  Ned  will  be  mortified! 
Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Dr.  T.  Ha  !  ha  ! 

Rest.  That’s  right,  Doctor!  laugh — think  of  the  wedding! 
Won’t  you  dance  and  sing  at  the  wedding,  my  boy  ?  Toi 
de  riddle,  tol  de  rol  ! 

Dr.  T.  To  be  sure,  sir.  Tol  de  riddle  lol  ! 

Rest.  Egad,  we’ll  have  such  a  day  of  it! 

C  3 
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SONG — Restive. 

Hey  for  the  merry  wedding-day! 

Bride  and  bridegroom  in  a  twitter; 

Here  they  laugh,  and  there  they  titter. 

Horns  and  hautboys  blow  before  us, 

Marrow-bone  and  cleaver  chorus  ! 

You  the  bridegroom,  spruce  and  gay. 

Dong-ding-dong, 

We  trip  along ! 

Hey  for  the  merry  wedding-day !  &c. 

Like  a  prince  ev’ry  man  in  the  village  shall  live, 

I’ll  have  such  a  glorious  jollification ; 

And,  by  way  of  dessert,  after  dinner  I’ll  give 
My  opinion  at  large  on  the  state  of  the  nation. 

Then  hey  for  the  merry  wedding-day  !  &c. 

Bravo!  Doctor!  Hark!  she’s  coming  !  You  had  better 
retire  a  moment  till  I  prepare  her. — You’re  to  come  incog, 
you  know. 

Dr.  T.  Incog,  sir,  if  you  please.  [Exit,  r. 

Enter  Marian,  l. 

Rest.  Well,  my  love,  the  Doctor  has  set  all  my  plans 
right  again;  and  I’ve  appointed  him  to  find  you  here,  and 
he’s  coming  directly.  Are  you  quite  prepared  ? 

Mar.  Quite,  sir. 

Rest.  Then  I’ll  leave  you  to  receive  him. 

Enter  Gregory,  l. 

Greg.  Did  you  call,  sir  ? 

Rest.  Have  you  obeyed  my  orders,  sir  ? 

Greg.  Yes,  sir ;  and  the  young  gentleman’s  gone  in  the 
handsomest  manner  you  could  wish. 

Rest.  And  who  did  I  hear  you  talking  to,  sir  ? 

Greg.  His  man,  Mr.  Forage,  sir. 

Rest.  Turn  him  out  too. 

Greg.  Yes,  sir  :  anybody  else,  sir  ? 

Rest.  Get  out,  sir  ! — [Exit  Gregory ,  l.] — Come,  I’ve 
disposed  of  my  worst  plagues,  however ;  and  now  do  you 
settle  the  Doctor’s  business,  and  you’ll  make  a  happy  man 
of  me.  [Exit,  R. 

Mar.  I’ll  do  my  best  to  settle  his  business,  sir,  1  promise 
you.  Now,  then,  to  encounter  him  with  all  the  extrava¬ 
gance  of  shallow  ignorance  and  sentimental  distress.  Here 
he  is.  [Takes  a  pensive  and  desponding  attitude. 

Enter  Dr.  Truckle,  l. 

Dr.  T.  [Aside. So,  there  she  is — a  comely  appendage 
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to  good  fortune,  faith  !  [2 To  Marian .]  Yoqr  most  obedient, 
miss.  [ Aside .]  What !  is  she  asleep  ?  To  Marian .]  How 
do  you  do,  my  dear  ? 

Mar.  I  beg  pardon — my  mind  was  so  ldst ! 

Dr.  T.  I  am  a  friend  of  the  family,  rpa’am,  and  took 
the  liberty  of  paying  my  respects  to  you. 

Mar.  You’re  very  polite,  sir. 

Dr.  T.  What  1  your  mind  was  occupied,  I  suppose,  with 
some  late  subject  of  your  studies.  Reading,  I  find,  is  a 
favourite  amusement  with  you. 

Mar .  Now  and  then,  sir;  to  beguile  my'eolitary  reflections. 
Dr.  T.  [Aside.]  Solitary  reflections  !  Come,  that’s  a 
hint  that  she’d  like  a  companion,  however.  [To  Marian.] 
And  pray,  miss,  what  work  may  have  last  engaged  your 
attention  ? 

Mar.  What  work,  sir  ? 

Dr.  T.  Yes,  ma’am,  what  work  ?  * 

Mar.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  sir,  it’s  so  long  since  I’ve 
done  any  work  at  all,  that  I  declare  I  don’t  remember. 

Dr.  T.  Oh,  dear,  you  misconceive  me,  ma’am.  I  mean, 
what  literary  work — what  work  have  you  been  reading  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  what  book,  sir  !  Let  me  see— the  last,  I  think, 
was  i  Horrid  Mysteries.’ 

Dr .  T.  *  Horrid  Mysteries  !’  ZoundsNl  a  red-hot  romance 
to  begin  with. 

Mar.  In  the  country,  sir,  Vve  have  so  little  variety — it’s 
quite  a  shame.  V 

Dr.  T.  Indeed,  ma’am  !  and  yet  your  town  is  a  town  of 
some  business  and  consequence.  Pray,  what  is  the  number 
of  its  inhabitants  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  Lord,  sir  !  lately  my  heart  has  been  too  full 
to  think  of  counting  ’em. 

Dr.  T.  [Aside.]  To  think  of  counting  ’em  !  Why,  she 
talks  like  a  perfect  ignoramus.  [To  Marian.]  And  pray, 
miss,  have  you  no  taste  for  ancient  or  modern  history  ! 

Mar.  Ancient  history  1  Ah  1  what  has  ancient  history 
to  excite  the  soft  sympathies  of  the  soul  ? 

Dr.  T.  [Aside.]  The  soft  sympathies  of  the  soul ! 

Mar.  Except  the  story  of  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  and 
the  gentleman  that  swam  across  the  Mediterranean,  and  a 
few  others,  ’tis  tedious  all ! 

Dr.  T.  [Aside.]  The  gentleman  that  swam  across  the 
Mediterranean  1  She  means  the  Hellespont,  I  suppose. 
[To  Marian.]  And  pray,  miss,  what  are  these  sympathies 
that  you  so  particularly  cherish  ? 
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Mar.  What  ?  Surely  the  sympathies  of  the  tenderest 
of  passions. 

Dr.  T.  You  have  experienced  them,  then? 

Mar.  Would  to  heaven  I  had  not ! 

Dr.  T.  And  pray,  miss,  has  your  heart  been  so  full  on 
that  account  ? 

Mar.  Alas!  it  has.  How  often  have  I  sat  upon  the 
naked  rock  in  the  deep  shades  of  evening,  while  the  rain 
of  heaven  pour’d  on  my  unsheltered  head,  heedless  of  all 
but  the  sorrows  of  my  aching  heart ! 

Dr.  T.  [Aside.]  Very  rational,  indeed,  sitting  in  the  dark 
on  a  naked  rock,  in  a  hard  shower  !  Why,  her  head’s  as 
full  of  romance  as  a  circulating  library,  and  seemingly  as 
empty  of  common  sense.  [  To  Marian.]  But  pray,  miss, 
how  came  this  terrible  heart-ache  ? 

Mar.  From  my  fatal  passion,  sir. 

Dr.  T.  Fatal,  ma’am  ? 

Mar.  You  shall  hear  all,  sir.  You  appear  a  fatherly 
sympathyzing  friend,  and  may  prove  a  comforter. 

Dr.  T.  Yes,  ma’am,  I’ve  a  deal  of  sympathy  in  your 
case,  I  assure  you. 

Mar.  Then  you  shall  hear  all. 

Dr.  T.  If  you  please,  ma’am,  only  in  as  plain  language 
as  your  feelings  will  admit  of,  and  I  shall  be  the  more 
obliged  to  you. 

Mar.  Excuse  my  wanderings,  sir. 

Dr.  71.  Begin,  ma’am. 

Mar.  One  night - 

Dr.  T.  [Aside.]  Confound  it !  a  very  suspicious  be¬ 
ginning. 

Mar.  One  night,  sir - 

Dr.  T.  Yes,  ma’am. 

Mar.  Be  that  night  for  ever  blotted  from  the  calendar! 

Dr.  T.  Bless  my  soul  !  it  must  have  been  a  very  bad 
night,  indeed. 

Mar.  Quite  the  reverse,  sir  ; — but  I  must  endeavour  to 
suppress  my  emotions. 

Dr.  T.  The  more  the  better,  ma’am,  certainly. 

Mar.  I'll  begin  again,  sir. 

Dr.  T.  If  you  please. 

Mar.  The  evening  was  serene  and  tranqu.i - 

Dr.  T.  Yes,  yes  !  it  was  a  fine  evening. 

Mar.  And  the  bright  luminary  of  the  night  riding  her 
ethereal  course,  tipped  the  surrounding  landscape  with  her 
silvery  beams. 
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Dr.  T.  Pooh,  pooh!  madam,  that’s  all.  moonshine. 
Mar.  It  was  so,  sir.  I  was  sauntering  near  a  favourite 


bower. 


Dr.  T.  A  bower  !  [/Isirfe.]  Oh,  then  it’s  all  over,  I’m 
afraid. 

Mar.  My  Edward  suddenly  appeared  before  me. 

Dr.  T.  Yes,  ma’am. 

Mar.  He  never  looked  more  lovely. 

Dr.  T.  [Aside.']  The  old  story,  exactly. 

Mar.  He  directed  my  steps  towards  the  bower. 

Dr.  T.  [,4sicfe.]  Confound  him,  I  kneV  he  would. 

Mar.  He  knelt  before  me — sighed — -wept — swore  he 
should  die  at  my  feet — 

Dr.  T.  Well,  ma’am  ?  \ 

Mar.  The  rest  I  leave  to  your  sympathetic  invagination. 

Dr.  T.  To  my  sympathetic  imagination  !  I  suppose  I 
understand  you,  ma’am. 

Mar.  I’ve  no  doubt  but  you  do,  sir. 

Dr.  T.  [Aside.]  Yes,  it’s  a  clear  (case.  Adieu,  Mrs. 
Truckle  I  Adieu  all  the  little  Truckles  of  my  sympathetic 
imagination !  '  « 

Mar.  But  you  know,  I’m  to  be  married  soon,  sir. 

Dr.  T.  I  give  the  gentleman  joy,  ma’am. 

Mar.  And  then  I  and  my  lover  and  my  husband  may 
live  together  in  a  bond  of  sentimental  friendship,  like  Julia 
and  the  amiable  St.  Preux  ! 

Dr.  T.  The  devil  take  the  amiable  St.  Preux,  and  his 
whole  fraternity.  \ 

Mar.  Ha  !  what  do  I  hear  !  Muttering  to  yourself  ! 
You,  too,  plotting  to  take  advantage  of  my  confidence, 
and  plunge  me  deeper  in  distress. 


alone,  sir  ! 

Dr.  T.  I’m  not  near  you,  ma’am. 
Mar.  I’ll  call  for  assistance. 

Dr.  T.  Madam,  I’m  astonished. 
Mar.  [Screams.]  Ha !  help  !  hel^ 


Dr.  T.  I,  madam  ! 

Mar.  Cruel  wretch  !  but  it  shall  never 


/ 


ave  me  save 


me  !  [Falls  into  the  Doctor's  arms.] 


Enter  Gregory,  l. 

Greg.  What’s  the  matter  ?  Oh,  Doctor  !  Doctor!  Doc¬ 


tor  ! 


Enter  Restive,  r. 

Rest.  What  the  devil’s  the  matter  here  ? 
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[act  i r . 


Greg.  Whv,  I  heard  the  young  lady  call  out  for  help, 
sir,  and  when  I  came  in,  this  is  the  way  I  cotch  the 

Doctor.  . 

Rest.  Why,  what  is  the  meaning  of  ail  this  . 

Mar.  [Recovering .]  Oh,  dear  !  sir,  I’m  glad  you  le 
come. 

Rest.  Why,  d— n  it,  the  Doctor  has  broke  out,  then, 

after  all.  _ 

Mar.  The  Doctor  !  What,  then,  is  this  dear  little  gen¬ 
tleman  to  be  my  husband  ? 

Rest.  To  be  sure  he  is.  Come,  come,  it’s  time  to  throw 
off  the  mask  ;  and,  since  matters  have  taken  such  a  turn, 
etrad  you  shall  be  married  to-morrow  morning. 

Dr.  T.  Pardon  me,  sir  ;  for  reasons  which  I  shall  com¬ 
municate  in  private,  this  marriage  cannot  take  place. 

Rest.  What  do  you  mean  ?  You  won’t  marry  her  ! 

Dr.  T.  It  is  impossible. 

Rest.  Why,  you  impudent  old  sinner ;  behave  in  this 


manner,  and  not  marry  her  l 

Mar.  What  !  not  marry  me,  sir  ? 

Rest.  Hold  your  tongue,  girl. 

Greg.  [ Going  up  to  him.]  Why,  what  an  ungenteel  lit¬ 
tle  stump  of  iniquity  you  must  be. 

Rest.  Get  out  of  the  way.  Will  you  marry  her  ? 

Dr.  T.  If  you  knew  the  reason — 

Rest.  There  can  be  no  reason,  sir.  Will  you  marry 


her  ? 

Dr.  T.  It  cannot  be. 

Rest.  Gregory  ! 

Greg.  Yres,  sir. 

Rest.  Turn  him  out  ! 

Dr.  T.  If  you  would  only  hear  me — 

Rest.  Turn  him  out  of  the  house. 

Greg.  With  the  greatest  pleasure;  only  Pm  afraid,  bv- 
and-bv,  you’ll  have  nobody  left  in  it. 

Rest.  Out  with  him  ! 

Greg  [Pushing  him.]  Y’ou  will  excuse  me,  Doctor,  but 
bundle  you  must. 

Dr.  T.  But,  Mr.  Restive —  • 

Greg.  [Still  pushing .]  1  ax  your  pardon,  sir,  but  I 
must  do  my  duty. 

Rest.  Leave  the  house  directly,  sir.  Turn  him  out  ! 

[Gregory  shoves  him  out ,  l.  ;  Restive  follows, 
threatening. 
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Enter  Forage,  r.,  crossing  to  Marian. 

For.  Huzza  1  ma’am  ;  now  is  your^ime.  i’ll  carry  my 
master  the  news  directly. 

Mar.  Stop,  Forage.  [ Sits  down  arid  writes.]  Take 
him  at  the  same  time  this  line  of  encouragement,  and  tell 
him  I’ll  write  again  as  soon  as  possible,  ihere;  run,  or 
you’ll  be  detected.  \ 

For.  I’m  gone,  ma’am.  [Exit,,  r. 

Mar.  I’ll  cover  your  retreat.  [Exit,  following. 


Re-enter  Restive,  l. 

\ 

Rest.  Ha  1  I  saw  it  all.  [Calling.]  Gregory  1 


Re-enter  Greoorv,  l. 

Greg.  Yes,  sir.  a. 

Rest.  Here’s  treason  ; — a  conspiracy — a  correspondence 
with  the  enemy.  Run  alter  the  villain,  catch  him  ! 

Greg.  And  turn  him  out,  sir  ?  [Exeunt,  r. 

fi  ^  |  / 

SCENE  III. — An  Arbour  in  the  middle  of  a  Shrubbery, 
with  a  table  and  stools  ;  an  Avenue  leading  from  behind. 

Enter  Somerville,  r.  u.  e. 

Som.  Disgrace  upon  disgrace.  v  But  my  Marian  smiles, 
and  with  the  power  of  enchantment  disperses  every 
anxiety. 

RONDO— Somerville. 

Y 

Why  should  I  sigh. 

Ah  !  tell  me  why  ? 

If  love  inspire  my  duty, 

No  care  shall  dwell 
Around  that  spell— 

The  magic  smile  of  beauty  ! 

Beneath  misfortune’s  shade,  j 
Should  hope  a  moment  fade, 

Till  echoes  sweet  thy  name  repeat, 

I’ll  sing  of  thee,  fair  maid  ! 

I  wonder  I  see  nothing  of  Forage  yet. 

Enter  Forage,  with  a  basket  of  provisions,  l. 


For.  Don’t  be  impatient,  sir,  here  I  am. 

Som.  Well,  sir,  what’s  all  this? 

For.  Comfort,  sir,  of  the  only  kind  I  could  bring  you. 
Unfortunately,  as  our  appetites  are  very  likely  to  survive 
our  good  luck,  1  thought  a  pigeon-pie  and  a  bottle  oi  good 
Madeira  might  chance  to  be  of  some  service  to  us. 
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Som.  A  very  provident  precaution.  But  the  news,  sir, 
the  news  ? 

For.  Bad,  sir,  terribly  bad  ;  the  lady  commenced  her 
attack  in  the  most  gallant  style,  brought  the  doctor  to  a 
downright  refusal,  and  your  uncle  had  actually  turned  him 
headlong  out  of  the  house,  when  unluckily,  sir,  a  biilet  of 
intelligence  with  which  I  was  charged,  was  suddenly  seized 
upon  my  person,  the  whole  conspiracy  betrayed,  and  the 
consequence  will  be,  sir,  that  the  doctor  will  be  sent  foT 
back  immediately. 

Som.  That  we  must  prevent,  then.  Which  way  is  he 

gone  ? 

For.  Gregory  says  he’s  hereabout,  sir,  and  promised 
to  bring  us  the  first  account  of  his  instructions. 

Som.  If  we  can  find  him,  a  plan  strikes  me  to  make 
him  a  greater  rebel  than  ever  ;  and  if  we  can  but  make  mj 
uncle  a  listener  to  his  treason — Ah  1  luckily,  here  he 
comes  ;  now  take  your  cue  from  me,  and  you  shall  see  in 
the  first  place  to  what  excellent  discipline  this  tame  philo¬ 
sopher  may  be  brought. 

For.  I’m  ready,  sir.  [They  retire  up,  r, 

Enter  Doctor  Truckle,  l. 

Dr.  T.  After  all  my  devotion  to  his  whims  and  vanities, 
to  turn  me  out  just  at  dinner-time,  without  a  friend  to  fly 
to,  and  exposed  to  my  worst  of  enemies — that  infernal 
captain  and  his  impudent  valet.  If  I  should  meet  ’em — 

[ Somerville  and  Forage  advance. 

Som.  (r.)  Ah  !  my  dear  Doctor. 

For.  (l.)  Ah !  my  dear  Doctor. 

Dr.  T.  (c.)  Ah  !  gentlemen  ;  how  d’ye  do,  gentlemen  ? 
You  see  how  it  is  with  me,  captain  ;  sharing  the  same  fate 
with  you  ;  ‘  lost  in  one  general  undistinguished  ruin ;’ 

‘  e  uno  disce  omnes.’  You  can’t  be  offended  with  me. 

Som.  (r.)  Offended!  [Strikes  him  on  the  shoulder.]  Oh, 
no,  we  wish  to  be  jocular  and  friendly  with  you,  my  old  boy. 

For.  (l.)  [Slapping  him  on  the  shoulder.']  Yes,  quite 
jocular  and  friendly,  my  old  boy. 

Dr.  T.  (c.)  Gentlemen,  gentlemen.  Really,  Mr.  So¬ 
merville,  I’m  afraid  you’re  under  some  misapprehension 
respecting  my  conduct :  if  I  could  have  thought  it  would 
have  made  you  angry- — 

Som.  Angry,  sir  1  I’m  never  angry!  [Shaking  his 
cane.]  If  I  have  occasion  to  break  a  fellow’s  bones,  I 
always  do  it  with  the  most  perfect  composure  and  good 
breeding. 


J 

h€KNE  III.]  TURN  OUT!  3 7 

\ 

Dr.  T.  [ Glancing  fearfully  first  at  him ,  then  at  Fo¬ 
rage.']  I’ve  no  doubt  of  it. 

For.  Yes,  it’s  very  true;  and  I’m  just  such  another 
well-bred  little  fellow  as  my  master. 

Dr.  T.  That  you  are,  I’m  sure,  Mr.  Forage. 

Sorn.  But  you,  Doctor,  are  my  friend.  My  own  mis¬ 
fortunes  are  nothing  ;  but  you — my  genius,  my  Mentor, 
»ny  Pythagoras — to  turn  you  out !  and,  perhaps,  without 
your  dinner  too. 

Di\  T.  Without  a  single  mouthful. 

Som.  Then  you  shall  dine  with  u&,  and  we’ll  crown  our 
friendship  in  a  bottle  of  generous  Madeira, 

Dr.  T.  A  bottle  of  Madeira  ! 

Som.  [Shoiving  the  provision.]  Look  ye  there,  my  friend. 

For.  [ Shoiving  the  bottles.]  What  do  you  say  to  this, 
my  old  Pythagoras  ? 

Som.  Lay  the  cloth  directly,  Forage. 

[. Forage  lays  the  cloth  in  the  arbour. 

Dr.  T.  [Aside.]  If  I  might  venture,  now  ; — if  I  thought 
there  was  no  chance  of  returning — 

Som.  [Loudly.]  What  is  it  you  say  about  venturing  ? 
Do  you  doubt  my  sincerity  ? 

Dr.  T.  Not  in  the  least,  sir. 

Som.  Give  me  your  hand,  sir.  [Dr.  Truckle  gives  his 
hand  timidly ,  Somerville  shakes  it  violently.]  I’m  your 
friend  forever,  sir;  you’re  an  injured  man,  and  I’ve  an 
appointment  for  you  myself. 

Dr.  T.  An  appointment  for  me  ! 

Som.  Yes,  from  a  rich  old  widow. 

Dr.  T.  [Aside.]  A  rich  old  widow  1  I  breathe  again. 
Oh  1  I’ll  be  jolly  with  them. 

For.  It’s  all  ready,  sir. 

Som.  Take  your  seat,  Doctor,  I  beg. 

Dr.  T.  With  the  greatest  pleasure  in  life, 

[Goes  to  the  table  and  sits. 

Enter  Gregory  cautiously ,  l.,  and  beckoning. 

For.  Here’s  Gregory,  sir. 

Som.  Take  care  of  the  Doctor.  [Goes  to  Gregory. 

For ,  I’ll  take  care  of  him,  sir.  [Puts  a  napkin  under 
his  chin.]  Now,  Doctor. 

Greg.  [To  Somerville ,]  Master’s  sent  me  to  bring  the 
Doctor  back. 

Som.  Tell  your  master  he  can’t  come  ;  and  hark  ye — 

[Takes  Gregory  apart. 
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Dr.  T.  Pray,  Mr.  Forage,  don’t  give  yourself  so  much 
trouble. 

For.  No  trouble  in  the  world. 

Dr.  T.  But  where’s  the  captain  ? 

For.  He’s  coming  directly.  [ Turns  his  head.]  Eyes 
left,  Doctor,  if  you  please.  Come,  let’s  drink  his  health 
in  his  absence. 

Dr.  T.  With  all  my  heart. 

For.  We  have  no  glasses,  Doctor — [ Fills  the  horns ] 
a  bumper-horn,  if  you  please. 

Dr.  T.  I  don’t  like  horns,  Mr.  Forage  ;  that  antipathy 
has  been  the  ruin  of  me. 

For.  But  to  the  captain’s  health. 

Dr.  T.  Oh  !  to  the  captain’s  health,  certainly. 

For.  Here’s  the  captain’s  good  health. 

Dr.  T.  Here’s  the  captain’s  good  health.  [They  drink. 

Greg.  [To  Somerville.']  I  understand,  sir;  I’ll  bring 
him,  never  you  fear.  [Exit,  l. 

Som.  Thank  ye,  gentlemen,  I’ll  fill  to  you  in  return. 
Come  Doctor,  what  d’ye  eat?  Help  the  Doctor,  sir. 

For.  Yes,  sir.  [Stuffs  him.]  You  don’t  eat,  Doctor. 

Dr.  T.  Stop!  [Choking.]  You’ll  choke  me,  Mr.  Forage. 

Som.  Another  glass  to  wash  it  down,  Doctor. 

Dr.  T.  My  dear  captain,  I’ve  just  drank. 

Som.  Drink  again  then,  sir,  to  our  future  friendship. 

[Fills  the  horn ,  and  hands  it  to  Truckle. 

Som.  Down  with  it,  Doctor.  How  do  you  like  it  ? 

Dr.  T.  [Betraying  symptoms  of  intoxication,  which 
gradually  increase.]  Like  it !  it  makes  me  quite  gay  and 
airy — quite  frisky  and  comical.  Ecod,  I’ll  go  and  talk  to 
the  old  gentleman. 

Som.  No,  you  mustn’t;  henceforth  you  shall  live  with 
us  at  the  garrison.  Remember  your  appointment. 

Dr.  T.  Aye,  now  for  my  appointment. 

Som.  Yes,  from  Mrs.  Dandlectick,  a  rich  old  widow,  as 
private  tutor  to  Ensign  Dandlectick  ;  come,  let’s  drink  to 
the  rich  old  widow. 

Dr.  T.  With  all  my  heart — ‘  To  the  rich  old  widow.’ 

[Drinks. 

Enter  Restive  and  Gregory,  and  steal  from  the  avenue, 

L.  u.  e.,  and  listen ,  Marian  watching  behind.  Somer¬ 
ville  and  Forage  perceive  them  through  the  arbour,  and , 

making  signs  of  mutual  intelligence,  fill  the  horns. 

For.  A  liberal  salary,  Doctor. 


SCENE  III.] 
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Som.  And  a  soldier’s  life  ! 

For.  Good  cheer  1 
Som.  Women  and  wine  ! 

Dr.  T.  Say  no  more,  say  no  more  ;  I’m  your  man — I'll 
blow  up  the  old  politician.  Women  and  wine  for  ever  ; 
another  glass,  another  glass,  another  horn — ‘  To  the  army.’ 
Som.  Bumpers. 

Dr.  T.  Bumpers,  if  you  please. 

For.  Bumpers,  by  all  means. 

Som  and  For.  [ Alternately .]  ‘  The  army.’ 

Dr.  T.  Now  I’m  president,  and  I’ll  give  you  another 
toast — ‘  Here’s  confusion  to  all  crazy  old  politicians.’ 

Som.  and  For.  Bravo  I  [ They  repeat  the  toast. 

Dr.  T.  And  now  we’ll  go  to  the  garrison ;  come  along, 
gentlemen,  and  let’s  dance  all  the  way. 

Som.  and  For.  Come  along,  Doctor.  .j 

[They  help  him  out  of  the  arbour,' and  sing  and 
dance  about.  Restive  comes  forward,  joins  them 
in  imitation ,  and  confronts  the  Doctor,  c. 

Dr.  T.  (r.  c.)  Zounds  !  here’s  the  old  politician. 

Rest.  [ Threatening .]  Oh  l  you  ungrateful,  drunken, 
old  hypocrite. 

Dr.  T.  [Snapping  his  fingers .]  That  for  you  1  Mrs. 
Dandlectick  for  ever  I  I’m  going  to  the  garrison. 

Rest.  You’ll  go  to  the  devil,  you  old  villain,  you  will. 

Enter  Marian,  l.  tj.  e.  V 

Mar.  [ Advancing ,  l.]  Poor  little  Doctor  ! 

Rest.  What  business  have  you  here?  [To  Somerville.'] 
And  you,  you  graceless. 

For.  [To  Dr.  T.]  Excuse  our  jocularity,  Doctor;  but 
i  Mrs.  Dandlectick  is  all  a  hoax. 

Dr.  T.  All  a  what  ? 

For.  All  a  joke  ! 

Dr.  T.  All  a  joke  ? 

For.  Exactly. 

Dr.  T.  Then  ‘  Spes  et  forluna  valeted 
Rest.  Take  the  old  wretch  out  of  my  sight,  and  never 
let  me  see  his  face  again. 

For.  Come,  Doctor. 

Dr.  T.  Thus  fell  Cardinal  Wolsey. 

[Exit,  r.,  led  off  by  Forage  and  Gregory. 
Mar.  And  pray,  sir,  who  is  to  be  my  husband,  then  ? 
You  have  sent  for  me  out  of  Scotland  on  purpose  to  be 
married,  and  therefore  a  husband  you  must  find  me. 

E  2 
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Rest.  Really  !— You’re  in  a  great  hurry  ;  perhaps— 

Mar.  Why,  sir,  you  need  not  look  far,  I’m  sure. 

Rest.  Indeed!  I  understand  you,  but  I’m  not  so  easily- 
managed  ;  no,  miss,  your  mother  has  told  me  of  a  gene¬ 
rous  young  soldier  that  drew  six  months  advance  of  his  pay 
to  release  your  cousin  Andrew  from  prison.  I  find  he’s 
your  admirer,  and  he’s  the  man  that  shall  succeed  the 
Doctor. 

Mar.  Then  there  he  stands,  sir  ;  and  I  hope  ready  to 
abide  by  your  determination. 

Rest.  What  !  my  profligate  Ned  ? 

Mar.  Your  profligate  Ned,  sir  ;  and,  what’s  more,  he 
said  if  his  dear  uncle  had  been  there  he  shouldn’t  have 
been  reduced  to  the  necessity  he  was. 

Rest.  Did  he  say  that  ? 

Mar.  Why  shouldn't  he,  sir  ?  when  I’ve  so  often  heard 
him  protest  that  he  loved  you  dearly. 

Rest.  And  does  he  own  to  all  this  ? 

Som.  Did  I  ever  disown  it,  sir  ? 

Rest.  Then,  d — n  it,  you’re  an  honest  fellow;  so  come 
to  my  arms — [Embraces  him ]  — and  now  take  her  to  yours. 

Enter  Forage,  Peggy,  and  Gregory,  r. 

For.  Huzza !  I  wish  you  joy,  sir ;  for  you  have  made 
two  couple  happy  together. 

Greg.  Now,  if  Polly  Smallfry  was  here,  what  a  com¬ 
plete  and  genteel  party  we  should  be  ! 

Rest.  [ To  Somerville .]  And  now,  sir,  if  you  and  your 
new  relation  have  come  to  terms,  I  fancy  I  may  as  well 
restore  you  to  your  old  quarters  ;  and  henceforth,  in  my 
house,  let  independence  keep  her  place,  and  hypocritical 
servility  turn  out  ! 

FINALE  AND  CHORUS. 

Relations  and  friends, 

Our  quarreling  ends, 

And  Candour  her  reign  shall  begin ; 

The  rival  turn’d  out, 

We’ll  revel  and  shout, 

While  mirth  and  good  humour  turn  in  ! 

DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

R.  C.  L. 

Grf.g,  Peggy.  For.  Restive.  Som.  Marian. 


THE  END. 
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249 

250 


251 

252 

253 

254 

255 


256 

257 

258 

259 

260 
201 
262 

263 

264 

265 


266 

267 

268 

269 

270 

271 
2/2 

273 

274 

275 


276 


The  Camp 
Personation 
VOL  XXXIII. 

Maid  or  Wife 
Castle  of  Sorrento 
Faustus 
All  at  Coventry 
Tom  and  Jerry 
Robert  the  Devil 
Lestoeq 

Cataract  of  the  Ganges 
The  Old  Regimentals  j 
VOL.  XXXIV.  /,D9 

Presumptive  Evidence  ill 9 
Wild  Oats  |31  1 

Hit  or  Miss  l3 1 2 

Ambition 

'Jew  and  the  Doctor 
Knights  of  the  Cross 
Is  he  Jealous? 

Hundred  Pound  Note 
Rugantino 
The  Steward 
VOL.  XXXV. 

Zarah 
The  Miser 
The  Iron  Chest 
The  Romp 

Mountaineers 

The  Lottery  Ticket 
Nettlevvig  Hall 
Quite  at  Home 
Blake  your  Wills 
My  Husband’s  Ghdet 
VOL.  XXXVI. 

A  Bold  Stroke  for 


Aladdin 
Blue  Beard 
John  Bull 
The  Invincibles 
Malvina 
The  Review 
Rob  Roy 
VOL.  XXXVII. 

The  Mendicant 
Poor  Gentleman 
The  Quaker 
Jack  Brag 
My  Daughter,  Sir! 

The  Young  Quaker 
Battle  of  Hexham 
Exchange  no  Robbery 
St.David’sDay  [smiths 
Love  Laughs  at  Lock- 
VOL.  XXXVIII. 

Heir  at  Law 
Netley  Abbey 
Raymond  and  Agnes 
Foscari 
Management 
Venoni 

Three  and  the  Deuce 
Past  Ten  o’Clock 
The  Jew 
The  Devil  to  Pay 
VOL.  XXXIX. 

Blue  Devils 
The  Dramatist 


334  My  Spouse  and  I 

335  Chrononhotonthologos 
VOL.  XLII. 

336  The  Hunchback 

337  Court  and  City 

338  Free  and  Easy 

339  Cobbler  of  Preston 

340  Five  Miles  Off 

341  The  Devil’s  Bridge 

342  Uncle  Rip 

343  Love’s  Sacrifice 

344  Attic  Story 

345  The  Mogul  Tale 
VOL.  XLIII. 

346  The  Postilion 

347  The  Africans 

348  Of  Age  To-Morrow 

349  Bom  bastes  Furioso 

350  Love  Makes  a  Man 
3,)]  Guy  Mannering 

352  Amoroso, King  of  Little 
Britain 

353  Bertram 

354  The  Curfew 

355  Simpson  and  Co. 

VOL.  XLIV. 

356  His  First  Champagne 

357  Anthony  and  Cieopa^r^ 

358  A  ri'fii r  of  Honour 

359  The  Provost  of  Bruges 

i  by  G.  W.  Lovell 


Youth,  Love*  and  Folly  op?  £Ko1^  for  an  Oliver 
The  Hunter  of  the  Alnk  861  Three  Weeksafter  M  ar- 
Adelo-itha  • _ nage  [Leman  Rede 


13 

314 

315 


3J6 

317 

318 

319 

320 

321 

322 

323 

324 

325 


326 

327 
'328 
1 329 

a  330 


Husband 

,,w  DfSSem-ood  (332 

*  &  wit  Likimh  i 


Adelgitha 
Kenilworth 
Sprigs  of  Laurel 
For  England,  ho ! 
False  Alarms 
The  Wedding  Day 
VOL.  XL. 

The  Surrenderof  Calais 

Therese 

Fomidlingof  the  Forest 
Love’s  Labour’s  Lost 
How  to  Die  for  Love 
The  Delinquent 
The  Invisible  Girl 
The  Peasant  Boy 
Catch  Him  who  Can 
Love 

VOL.  XLI. 

The  Love- Chase 
Jhe  Young  Hussar 
The  Secret 
The  First  Floor 
The  Broken  Sword 
The  Travellers 
Plot  and  Counterplot 
Lodoiska 


362  The  Queen’s  Bench  by 
j3o3  Damon  and  Pythias,  b/ 
I  Banim  and  Shiel 

3b4  A  Clear  Case,  by  Gil 
|  bei  t  a  Becket 

Continued  the  lit  oj  each  Month. 


Davidson's 
Dramatic  Operas, 

6rf.  each,  as  adapted  for  the 
English  Stage  ;  Is.  each, 
with  the  Italian  on  facing 
pages. 

1  Robert  le  Diable 

2  Haydde,  or  the  Secret 

3  Daughterofthe  Hegiment 

4  Marriage  of  Figaro 

5  La  Sonnambula 

6  The  Maid  and  Magpie 

7  Acis  and  Galatea 

8  Der  Freyschutz, as  played 
at  Drury  Lane 

•  Continued  the  Utojeath  Mouth, 


liist  of  Cumberland’s  3Minoi'  Theatre. 


VOL.  I. 

1  The  Pilot 

2  Heart  of  Mid-Lothian 
2  The  Inchcape  Bell 

4  The  Blason  of  Buda 

5 

6 

7 

8 
9 


The  Scapegrace 
Suil  Dhuv,  the  Coiner 
The  Earthquake 
“  My  Old  Woman” 
Massaniello 

VOL.  II. 

.  I  Don  Giovanni 
, 1  Paul  Jones 
!2  Luke  the  Labourer 
.8  Crazy  Jane 
.4  The  Flying  Dutchman 
“Yes!!!” 

Hi  The  Forest  Oracle 
.7  Ivanhoe 

,8  The  Floating  Beacon 
VOL.  III. 

!9  Sylvanna 

20  Tom  Bowling 

21  Innkeeper  of  Abbeville 

22  The  Lady  of  the  Lake 

23  Billy  Taylor 

24  The  Two  Gregories 

25  The  Wandering  Boys 
20  Paris  and  London 

27  A  Day  after  the  Fair 

VOL.  IV. 

28  Humphrey  Clinker 

29  Mischief  Making 

50  Joan  of  Arc- 

51  The  Ruffian  Boy 

32  The  Fortunes  of  Nigel 
S 3  The  Wreck 

34  Everybody’s  Husband 

35  Banks  of  the  Hudson 

36  Guy  Faux 

VOL.  V. 

37  The  Devil’s  Ducat 

38  Mazeppa 

39  Mutiny  at  the  Nore 

40  Pedlar’s  Acre 
4!  “No!!!” 

42  Peveril  of  the  Peak 

43  Thalaba 

44  Waverly 

43  Winning  a  Husband 
VOL.  VI. 

46  Hofer,  the  Tell  of  the 

47  Paul  Clifford  [Tyrol 

48  Damon  and  Pythias 

49  The  Three  Hunchbacks 

30  Tower  of  Nesle 

51  Sworn  at  Highgate 

52  Mary  Glastonbury 

53  The  Red  Rover 

54  rr,’\*  ntolriwa  Farmer 


VOL.  VII. 

55  Grace  Huntley 

56  “  The  Sea !  ” 

57  Clerk  of  Clerkenwell 

58  Hutofthe  Red  Mountain 

59  John  Street,  Adelphi 

60  Lear  of  Private  Life 

61  John  Overy 

62  The  Spare  Bed 

63  Smuggler’s  Daughter 

VOL.  VIII. 

64  The  Cedar  Chest 

65  Wardock  Kennilson 

66  The  Shadow 

67  Ambrose  Gwinett 

68  Gilderoy 

69  The  Fate  of  Cains 

70  The  Young  Reefer 

71  Revolt  of  theWorkhouse 

72  Man  and  the  Marquis 

VOL  IX. 

73  GipseyJack 

74  Lurline 

75  The  Fire  Raiser 

76  The  Golden  Calf 

77  Man-Fred 

78  Charcoal  Burner 

79  “MyPoll  and  my  Partner 

80  The  Sixes  [Joe” 

81  Good-Looking  Fellow 

82  Wizard  of  the  Moor 

VOL.  X. 

83  Roof  Scrambler 

84  Diamond  Arrow 

85  Robber  of  the  Rhine 

86  Eugene  Aram 

87  Eddvstone  Elf 

88  My  Wife’s  Husband 

89  Married  Bachelor 

90  Shakspeare’s  Festiva 

91  Van  Dieman’s  Land 

92  Le  Panvre  Jacques 

VOL.  XI. 

93  Rochester 

94  The  Ocean  of  Life 


95  An  Uncle  too  Many 

96  The  Wild  Man 

97  Rover’s  Bride 

98  Beggar  of  Cripplegate 

99  Paul  the  Poacher 

100  Thomas  a  Becket 

101  Pestilence  of  Marseilles 

102  Unfortunate MissBailey 

VOL.  XII. 

103  Humpbacked  Lover 

104  Bound  ’Prentice  to  a 
Waterman 

105  March  of  Intellect 

106  Joconde 

107  The  Koenba  [dusa 

108  Shipwreck  of  the  Me- 


109  Chain  of  Guilt 

110  Ion 

111  Mistletoe  Bough 

112  My  Friend  Thompson 

VOL.  XIII. 

113  Battle  of  Sedgemoo* 

114  The  Larboard  Fin 

115  Frederick  the  Great 

116  The  Turned  Head 

117  Wapping  Old  Stairs 

118  Man  with  the  carpet  bag 

119  Hercules 

120  Female  Massarcni 

121  Reform 

122  Fatal  Snow  Storm 

VOL.  XIV. 

] 23  Venus  in  Arms 

124  Earl  of  Poverty 

125  Siamese  Twins 
i  26  Austerlitz 

127  Payable  at  Sight 

128  The  Bull- Fighter 

129  Rich  Man  of  Frankfort 
;30  Richard  Plantagenel 
431  Don  Quixote 

132  Black-Eyed  Sukey 

133  The  Great  Devil 

VOL.  XV. 

134  Curse  of  Mammon 

135  Jack  Sheppard 

136  Paul  the  Pilot 

137  The  Boarding  House 

138  Rule  Britannia 

139  The  Twins  of  Warsaw 

140  The  Venetian 

141  The  Bash  tul  Man 

142  Ravens  of  Orleans 

VOL.  XVI. 

143  Ten  Thousand  a  Yetu 

144  Under  the  Rose 

145  Sally  in  our  Alley 

146  Haunted  Hu  k 

147  Susan  Hoplev 

148  Jack  in  the  Water 

149  Marianne,  the  Child  of 
Charity 

150  Our  Village 

151  The  Barber  Baron 

152  Sixteen-String  Jack 


«S 


Caniiterlaiid's  Minor  Pia¬ 
stre, complete  in  IS  vola.  bouud 
iu  cloth,  il. 


